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Cap. A Crutch, aCrutch: — 
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La Aon. Thou ſhalt not ſtir a foot to feck a Poe. 
Enter Prince with Attendants. 
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Ben. By giving liberty unto thine Eyes; 
Examine other Beauties. | 


fair 


"Man, nnd fþe's 


forget 


think of her. 


h me how | ſhould 


live dead, that live to tell it now. 
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to 


2 
2 
n 
: 


2. 


1444213328211233235 


Rom. O teac 


th 


84222 
* 1 11 
. Ait 


Iiir 
$3 3= ie 
F HATE 148 


YE ” I 0 


Tt: 


— 


CS 


1 Ro and] vir; 


nage, I pray come and cruſh a Cup of Wine. * 


ke thee think thy Swan a Crow. 
Row. When the devout Religion of mine E 
Maintains fuch Falſchood, then turn Tears to Fire; 
And theſe who often drown'd could never die, 
Tranſparent Heretick: be burnt for Liars. 
One fairer than my Love! the all ſeeing Sun 
w her Match, ſince firſt the World begun. 


Your Ladies love againſt ſume 
- That 1 will ſhew you, ſhining at this Feaſ?, 
And ſhe will ſhew ſcant well, that now ſhews beſt. 
, no ſuch ſight to be ſhewn, 
of mine own. 


SCENE U. Copulet's Honſe. 
Enter Lady Capulet, and Nurſe. 
Ta. Cap. Nurſe, where's my Daughter ? call her forth 
to me. 
Nurſe. Now by m Maiden- head, at twelve Years old, 1 
bad her come; What Lamb what Lady- bird, God forbid--. 


. Your Mother. 
Sal. Madam, I am here, what is your Will? 
cs Thisis the matter Nurſe, give leave a while, 
we mult talk in Secret, Nurſe come back again, I have 
remembred me, thou hear my Counſel: Thou knoweſt 
my Daughter's of a pretty Age. 
Nurſe. Faith I can tell her Age unto an Hour. 
. £a:Cap. She's not fourteen, 


Nwrſe. 
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Rense ard JULIET:; „. 
Nw/ſe. I'll lay fourteen of my Teeth, 
And yet to my Teeth be it ſpoken, 
I have but four, ſhe's not fourteen; —— 
How long is it now to Lammas-tide? 
La. Cap. A ight and odd Days. 1 
Nurſe. Even or odd, of all Days in the Year, come Lan- 
ma. Eve at Night ſhall ſhe be fourteen. Saſan and ſhe, God 
reſt all Chriſtian Souls, were of an Age. Well Suſan is with 
God, ſhe was too for me. But as I faid, on L 
Eve at Night ſhe be fourteen, that ſhall ſhe, marry, 
1 remember it well. Tis fince the Earthquake now eleven 
Years, and ſhe was wean'd, I never ſorger &, of all , 
the Days in the Year, upon that Day; for I had then hid, 
Worm-wood to my Dug. fitting in the Sun under the Dove- 
Houſe Wall, my Lord and you were then at Mantua ay. 
1 do bear a Brain. But as I faid, when it did taſte 
Worm-wood on the Nipple of my Dug, and felt it bitter, 
pretty Fool, to ſee it teachy, and fall out with the Dag. , 
Shake, Quoth the Dove · houſe - twas no need I trow to 
bid me trudge; and ſince that time it is eleven Years, for 
then ſhe could ſtand alone, nay, by th Rood ſhe cad 
have run, and wadled all about; for even the Day before . 
ſhe broke her Brow, and then my Husband, God be with. 
his Soul, a was a Man, took up the Child, yea, 
quoth he, doſt thou fall upon thy Face? thou wilt fall 
backward when thou haſt more Wit, wilt thou not, F#- 
lier? And by my Holy-dam, the pretty Wretch left Cy 
ing, and ſaid, Ay; to fee now how a Jelt ſhall come . 
bout. Fr. rn live a thouſand 42 ' 
never ſhould forget it: Wilt thou not, Juliet, quoth het. 
and pretty Fool, it tinted, and faid, Ay. 
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Tib. Uncle, this is a Mowntague, our Foce 
A Villain that is hither come in ſpight, 
To ſcorn at our Solemnity this Night. 

. Young Romeo, is it? 

Tib. Tis he, that Villain Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee, gentle Con, let him alene, 
He bears bim like a portly Gentleman: 
And to fay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be 2 virtuous and well govern'd Youth. 
would not for the wealth of all the Town, 
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birth of Love it is to me, | 
That { mult — Enemy. ; 
Nur. What's this ? what's this ? | 


A Rhime | learn'd even now | 

one 1 danc'd withal. [ne calls within, Juliet. 
Nur. Anon, anon: 

Come, let's away, the Strangers all are gone. Excumt. 
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ACT U. SCENE l. 1 


N — -— Death bed lye, | 
pes to be his Heir: ; 

— * and would die, 
Juliet match'd is now not fair. 
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Being held a Foe, he may not have acceſs 

To breath fuch Vows as Lovers uſe to ſwear ; 
And the as much in Love, her means much leſs, 
To meet her new geloved any where: | 
lends them Power, Time Means to meet, 
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SCENE I. The Street. | 


| 

Enter Romeo alone. | | 
Rew. Can 1 go forward when my Heart is here? - 
N 


= Turn back, Earth, and find my Center out, [ Exit. 
= Exter Renvolio with Mercurio. 
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thou in the likereſs of a Sigh, 
but one time, and | am fatisfied. 


Cry me but Ay me! couple but Love and Day, 


to my Goſſip Venus one fair Word, 
One Nick-name for her pur-blind Son and her, 
Cupid, he that ſhot fo true, 


him, 'twould anger him 
To raiſe 2 Spirit in his Miſtreſs's Circle, 

Of ſome ſtrange Nature, letting it there ſtand 

Till ſhe had laid it, and conjur d it Cown; 

That were ſome ſpight. 

My Invocation is fair and honeſt, and in his Miſtreſs's Name 


Mer. This cannot anger 


I conjure only but to raiſe up him. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelf theſe Trees, 
To be conforted with the humorcus Ni be: 
Blind is his Love, and beſt be fits the dar 

Mer. If Love be blind, Love cannot bit tke Mark; 
Now will he tit under a Medlar-tree, 
And wiſh his Miſtreſs were that kind of Fruit. 
Which Maids call Medlars when they laugh alone 
O, Romeo, that ſhe were, O that ſhe were 
An Open ——or thou a Poprin Pear; 
Romeo, good Night, I'll ro my Truckle- bed, 
This Field-ded is too cold tor me to ſleep: 
Come, ſhall we go? 

Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vain to ſeek him here, 
That means not to be found. [Exe.u:t. 
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Ful. O Romeo, Romeo — wheretore art thov Romeo? 


And fails upon the Boſom of the Air. | 
Deay thy Father, and refuſe thy Name: 
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Rom. If my Heart's dear love | 
Jul. Well, do not ſwear — although I joy in thee, 
have of this Contract to Night; 


to thy Heart, as that withia my Breaſt. 
O wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisſied : 
What ſatis faction canſt thou have to Night? 
Th' exchange ot thy Love's faithful Vow of mine. 
I gave thee mine before thou didit requeſt it 
| would it were to give again. 
Would'ſt thou withdraw it? 
what purpoſe, Love? 
al. Bur to be frank, and give it thee again, 
et I wiſh but for the thing I have: 
1— —— * 
; more | give to 
have, for — infinite, 


good Nurſe—— Sweet Montague be true 

Stay but a little. I will come again. 
Rom. O bieſſed. bleſſed Night, I am afraid, 

Being in Night, all this is but a Dream, 
Too flatt ring ſweet to be ſubſtantial. 

Re-enter Juliet above. 

Ful. Three Words, dear Romeo, 

And good Night indeed: 

If that thy bent of Love be Honourable, 

39 popele Metrings, fond exe wend to Mawes, 
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art up- reuz d with ſome Diſtemperature; 
not fo, then here I hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not been in Bed to Ni 


Fri. 

Roms. With Roſaline, my Ghoſtly Father? No. 
I have forgot that Name, and that Name's Woe. 

Fri 


Where on a ſudden one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded; both our Remedics a 
Within thy help and holy Phyfick lies; ' 
I bear no hatred, Blefled Man, for lo 

My Interceſſion likewiſe fteads my Foe. 

Fri. Be plain, good Son, reſt homely in thy drift, 
Ridling Confeſſion finds but ridling Shrift. 
Rom. Then plainly know my Heart's dear Love is ſet 
On the fair Daughter of rich Capalar; . 

As mine on hers, fo hers is fot on mine; 
And all combin d, fave what thou mult combine 


By 


r one Te... 
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Feſu Maria, what a deal of Brine 
Hath waſht thy fallow Cheeks for Roſaline ? 
How much ſalt Water thrown away in waſte, 
To ſeaſon Love, that of it doth not taſte? 
The Sun not yet thy Sighs from Heaven clears, 
Thy old Groans yet ring in my ancient Ears; 
Lo here upon thy Cheek the Stain doth fit, 
Of an old Tear that is not waſht off yet. ; 
If ere thou waſt thy ſelf, and theſe Woes thine, 9 
Thou and theſe Woes were all for Roſaline. | 
And art thou chang'd? Pronounce this Sentence then, 
Women may fall, when there's no Strength in Men. 
Rom. Thou chidd'ft me ett for loving Roſaline. 
Fri. For doating, not for loving, Pupil mine. 
Rom. And bad'ſt me bury Love. 
Fri. Not in a Grave, . 
To lay one in, another out to have. 
Rom. 1 pray thee chide me not, her I love now 


Doth Grace for Grace, and Love for Love allow: 
The other did not fo. 


Fri. Oh ſhe knew well, 
Thy Love did read by Rote, that could not ſpell; 
But come young Waverer, come go with me, 
In one reſpect Ill thy Aſſiſtant be: 
For this Alliance may ſo happy prove, 
To turn your Houſheld-rancour to pure Love. 

Rom. O let us hence, I ſtand on ſudden haſte. 

Fri. Wiſely and flow, they ſtumble that run faſt. 

[ Exenme. 
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Mer. Without his Roe, like « dried Herring. O Fleſh, 
Fleſh, how art thou fiſhified ? Now is he for the Numbers 


ive you 
Mer The flip Sir, the flip: can not conceive ? 
Rom. Pardon Mercutio, my 9 in 
ſuch a Caſe as mine, a Man may firain 


Mer. That's as much as to ſay, fuch a caſt as 
Man to bow in the Hams. 
Meaning to Curtfie. 
Thou haſt moſt kindly hit it. 
A moſt courteous Expoſition. 
er. Nay, I am the very Pink of Courteſie. 
. Pink for Flower, 
Right. 

9 then is 
re Wit — ft 


yours con- 


Rom. O fingle-ſol'd Jeſt. 


done: For thou haſt more of the Wild- i 


Wits, than I am fure I have in my five. Was. 
with you there for the Gooſe ? 4 
Rom. Thou waſt never with me for any thing, when 


thou waſt not there for the Gooſe. 
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the Rar for that Jeft. 


bite nor. 
well-ſerv'd in to a ſweet Gooſe ? 


| Gool 
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. I will bite 
good 
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Natural 
ſtop in my Tale 


Ben. Thou wouldſt elſe have made th 
Mer. O thou art deceiv d, I would 


for I was come to the whole 


, as vrell as by Nature; for this 


Bauble in a Hole. 


proves thee far and wide, broad Gooſe. 
great 


ſhe « 
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Stop there, op 


y is not this better, than 
Thou deſireſt me to 


Now thou art ſociable 
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Mer. Wh 


to the Goole, 


y Hand of the 


for the bad 
— you. for the 


y gear: 
you ; what a Man are 


good] 


yle. 


Mer. a two, a Shirt and a Smock. 
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you ? 


Gen le woman, 
any of you tell me where I 


By my troth it is aid: for himſelf to 
can 


God hath made, himſelf to mar. 


go 
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young Romeo. 
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Sir, unleſs a Hare Sir, in a Lenten Pye; 

that is ſomething Stale and Hoar ere it be ſpent. 

An old Hare hoar, and an old Hare hoar, is very good 

Meat in Lent. | 

Hare that is hoar, is too much for a Score, when it 
hears ere it be ſpent. 

Romeo, will you come to your Father's: We'll to Dinner 


— 


Rom. A Gentleman, 1 | 
talk, and py ping tag ig on 


me, I'll take him 
is, and twenty ſuch 
Jacks: i that ſhall. 
Knave, I am none of his Flirt-gils; lam none of his Skains- 
mater. A 


to uſe me at his pleaſure 

Pet, I ſa no Man Wer Kite 
Weapon ſhould quickly have been out, I warrant 
— 222 — it | for cocoa be 
good Quarrel, and the Law on my fide. 

Nur. Now afore God, | am fo vext, that every part a- 
bow me quinr— carry Knare! Pay you. a Word: 
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rant when J fo, ſhe looks as as any Clout 
in the verſa ——*y — nn Fry 


Nur. Before, and apace. | [ Exewne. 
SCENE VI. Capulet's Nona. 


Enter Juliet. 

be Clock firuck Nine, when 1 did ſend the Nurſe: 

In half an Hour ſhe is'd to terurn. 

Perchance ſhe cannot meet him----That's not ſo--— 
Oh the is Lame: Love's Heralds ſhould be 

Which ten times faſter glide than the Sun beams, 
Driving back Shadowes over lowring Hills. 

Therefore do nimble Pinion'd Doves draw Love, 

And therefore hath the Wind-fwift Cupid Wings, 
Now is the Sun upon the highmoſt Hill 

Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve. 


Ay three long Hours and ſhe is not come 
re 
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I have. 
i Then hie you hence to Friar Lawrence's Cell, 
There ſtays a Husband to make you a Wife. 
Now comes the wanton Blood up in your 
They'll'be in Scarlet ſtraight at any News: 
Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 
To ferch a Ladder, by the which your Love 
3 ˙ 2 f 
I am the dru il in your Deli 
Bur pen fall bom the Burthen ſoon at Night. 
Go, Vil to Dinner, hie you to the Cell. 

Ful. Hie to high Fortune; honeſt Nurſe farewel. 
| [ Exenns. 


SCENE VI. The Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 
Fri. So ſmile the Heav'ns upon this holy Act, 
That after Hours with Sorrow chide us not ! 
Rom. Amen, Amen; but come what Sorrow can, 
I: cannot countervail the exch of Joy, 
That one ſhort Minute gives me in her Abt 
Do thou but cloſe our Hands with holy Words, 
Then ing Death do what he dare, 
It is enough 1 may but call her mine. 
Fri. Theſe violent Delights have violent Ends, 
And in their triumph die hke Fire and Powder, 
Which as they kiſs conſume. The ſweeteſt Honey 
Is loathſome in its own deliciouſneſs, 
And in the taſte confounds the Appetite: 
Therefore love moderately, long Love doth fo, 
Too ſwift arrives, as tardy as too 
Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the Lady. O ſo light a foot 
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[ Laying his Hand on his Sword. 
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but Diſ- 
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apt enough to that, Sir, and 
you not take ſome occaſion without gi- 


8 25 
fl 1811 Bama 7 


a) | 12 


you. 
us? 
all Snake 


to them. 
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wick vas of 


; here's that 


for 


io, and others. 
Word and a Blow. 


9 The Fee-ſimple? 

Y 
Den. By my Head here come the 
Mer. By my Heel I care not. 


ith a Tailor 
balt, 


and as foon moved to 
me occaſion. 


Dog 
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Romo ard Jure. 
y Fiddleſtick 
Come, Conlort, 


hing. make it a 


Enter T 


Ty6. Follow me cloſe, fer 1 will 
Mercntio, thou conſort'ſt with R 


41 * Good -den. a Word 


5 
You ſhall find me 


Mer. And but one Word with ore of 
Mer. Conſori! What, doſt thou make us Minſtrels! And 
thou make Minſtrels of us, look to bear nothi 


Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a 
will give 
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cords: Here's m 


with ſomet 
Tb. 


dance. 
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{ excuſe the Injuries 

That thou haſt done me, therefore turn and draw. 
proteſt I never injur d thee, 
than thou canſt deviſe; 
il thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my Love. 
And ſo good Capulet, which Name I tender 
As dearly as my ovyn, be ſatisſied. 
calm, diſhonourable, vile Submiſſion 

carries it away, 
ou, Rat-catcher, will you walk? 
What wouldſt thou have with me? 
. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your 
that I mean to make bold withal; and as 

me, hereafter dry beat the reſt of the eight. 
your Sword out of his Pilcher by the 
leſt mine be about your Ears ere it 


[ Drawing. 
Mercatio, put thy Rapier up. 
. , Sir, your Paſſado. [ Mer. aud Tyb. fghbr. 
. Draw, Benvolio — beat down their Weapons 
Gen'lemen-----for ſhame forbear this Outrage 
Tybalt-----Mercntio-----the Prince expreſly hath 


— 
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Ay, ay, a Scratch, a Scratch; marry tis enough. 
is my Page? Go, Villain, fetch a Surgeon. 
Courage, Man, the hurt cannot be much. 
deep as a Well, nor ſo wide asa 
Church-door, but 'tis , *ewill ſerve: Ask forme to 
Morrow, and you me a Grave Man. lam pep- 
d, I warrant, for this World: A Plague of both your 
ſes. What? a Dog, a Rat. a Mouſe. a Cat to ſcratch a 
Man to Death; a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain, that fights 
by the Book of Arithmetick ? Why the Devil came you 
between us? I was hurt under your Arm. 
Rom. I thought all for the beſt. 
Mer. Help me into fome Houſe, Benvolis 
Or I fall faint; a Plague o both your Houſes, 
They have made Worms meat of me, 
I have it, and ſoundly too- ---your Houſes. [ Ex. Mer. Ben. 
Rom. This Gentleman, the Prince's near Allie, 
My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt 
In my behalf, my Repuration ſtain'd 
With Doöalt's Slander; Dale, that an Hour 
Hath been my Couſin: O ſweet Fulies, 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 
And in my Temper ſe f ned Valour's Steel. 
Enter Benvolio. 
Ben. O Romeo, R meo, brave Mercutis s dead, 
That gallant Spirit hath aſpir d the Clouds, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the Earth. 


y reſpective Lenity, 
And Fire and Fury be my Conduct now: 
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Whth piercing Steel at bold Mercutio : Breaſt, 


all as hot, turns deadly Point to Point, 
wi 


Who 
And with a martial Scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold Death afide, and with the other ſends 
It back to Tybalt, whoſe Dexterity 
Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 
Hold Friends, Friends part, and ſwifter than his Tongue, 
His 2ble Arm beats down their fatal Points, 
And twixt them ruſhes. underneath whoſe Arm, 
An envious thruſt from Tybalt, hit the Life 
Of ſtout Me cutio, and then Tybelt fled. 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain'd Revenge, 
And to't they go like Lightning, for ere I 
Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tybalr lain; 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn to Fly: 
This is the Truth, or let Benvolio die. 
La. Cap. He is a Kinſman to the Moxntagnes, 
Affection makes him falſe, he f not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black ſtrife, 
And all thoſe twenty could but kill one Life. 
I beg for Juſtice, which thou Prince muſt give; 
Romeo {lew Tybals, Romeo muſt not Live. 
Prin. Romeo flew him, be flew Mercatio, 
Who now the Price of his dear Blood doth owe. 
La.Cap. Not Romeo, Prince, he was Mercutio's Friend, 
His Fault concludes but what the Law ſhould end, 
The Life of Tybals. 
Prin, And for that Offence, 
Immediately we do Exile him hence 
I have an Intereſt in your Hearts Proceeding, 
| My Blood for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding, 
But I'll amerce you with-{o ſtrong a Fine, 
That you ſhall all Repent the loſs of mine. 
I will be deaf to Pleading and Excuſes, 
Nor Tears, nor Prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes, 
Therefore uſe none; let Romeo hence in haſte, 
Elle when he is found, that Hour is his laſt. 
ear hence this Body, and attend our Will: 


Mercy but Murthers, pardoning thoſe that Kill. F. 
You. VL 'C SCENE 
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SCENE II. An Apartment in Capulet's | 
Houſe, | 


Enter Juliet alone. | * 


Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed Steeds, 
Toward Phabns lodging; ſuch a Waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Weſt, 
And bring in cloudy Night immediately. 

Spread thy cloſe Curtain, Love-pertorming Night, 

N That run-aways Eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap to theſe Arms, untalkt of and unſcen. 
Lovers can fee to do their Amorous Rites, 

By their own Beauties: Or if Love be blind, 

It beſt with Night; Come civil Night, 
Thou futed Matron, all in black, 
And learn me how to loſe a winning Match, 

Plaid for a pair of ſtainleſs Mai 

Hood my unmann'd Blood baiting in my Cheeks, 
= With thy black Mantle, till ſtrange Love grown bold, 

| "Thinks true Love ated ſimple Modeſty: 

= Come Night, come Romeo, come thou Day in Night, 
For thou wilt lye upon the Wings of Night, 

"Whiter than new Snow on a Raven's back: Pa 
Come gentle Night, come loving black-brow'd Night; 
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Give me my Romeo, and when [| ſhall die 4 
Take him and cut him out in little Stars, ro 
And he will make the Face of Heav'n fo fine, Te 
That all the World will be ia love with Night, = 
And pay no Worſhip to the Gariſh Sun. | in 
es ow gs: _ ; 
Bur not 'd it, and though '-. + \ 
Not yet enjoy'd; fo tedious is this way, F - 
As is the Night before ſome Feſtival, | 3 
To an impatient Child that hath new Robes, 1 
And may not wear them. O here comes my Nurſe! ' My 
Enter Nurſe with Cords. | Th, 
And ſte brings News, and every Tongue that ſpeaks | For 


But Ramos Name, ſpeaks Heay'nly Eloquence; 


= 
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| Now Nurſe, what News? What haſt thou there? 
Tide Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 


Nur. Ay, ay, the Cords. 

Jul. Ay me, what News? 
Why doſt thou wring thy Hands? 

Nur. A welady he's dead, he's dead, 

We are undone, Lady, we are undone —— 
Alack the Day he's gone, he's kill'd, Le's dend. 

Jul. Can Heaven be ſo envious ? 

Nur. Romeo can, 

Thoug Heav'n cannot. O Romeo! Romeo! 
Who ever would have thought it, Romeo? 

Ful. What Devil art thou, that doſt rorment me thus? 
This Torture ſhould be roat'd in diſmal Hell. 
Hath Romeo ſlain himf-1t ? Say thou but Ay; 
And that bare Vowel Ay. ſhall poiſon more 
Than the Death-darting Eye of Cockatrice: 

I am not I, if there be ſuch an Ay, 

Or thoſe Ey es ſhort that makes the anſwer Ay, 
If he be ſlain Gay Ay, or if not, No. 

Brief Sounds determine of my weal or woe. 

Nur. I ſaw the Wound, I ſay it with mine Eyes, 
Gad fave the Mark, here on his manly Breaſt, 
A piteous Coarſe, a bloody piteous Coarſe; 
Pale, pale as Aſhes, all bedavyb'd in Bloed, 

All in gore Blood, I ſwooned at the fight. 

Jul. O break, my Heart 

Poor Bankrupt break at once; 

To priſon Eyes, ne“ er look on Liberty, 

Vile Earth to Earth reſign, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preſs one heavy Bier. 

Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beſt Friend I had 
O courtcous Halt, honeſt Gentleman, 


That ever I ſhould live to ſee thee Dead. 


Fu. What Storm is this that blows ſo co :trary ? 
Romeo ſlaughter'd? and is Thbale dead? 


The dreadful Trumpet ſound the genera! Doom, 
For who is living, if thoſe two are gone? © 
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Nur. Tybalt is „and Romeo baniſhed, 
Remeo that kill“ d = he is baniſhed, 

Ful. O God! 

Did Romes's Hand ſhed Tybal:'s Blood? 

Nur. It did, it did alas the day! it did. 

Ful. O Serpent Heart, hid with a flowring Face, 
Did ever Dragon keep fo fair a Cave? 

Beautiful Tyrant, Fiend Angelic al, 
Ravenous Dove, fea hei'd Raven, 
Welviſh-raveninz Lamb, 

Deſpiſed Subſtance of Divineſt Show : 

Juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly ſeem ſt. 

A damned Saint, an honourable Villain : 

O Nature! what hadſt thou to do in Hell, 
When thou didſt bower the Spirit of a Fiend 
In mortal Paradiſe of ſuch ſweet Fleſh? 
Was ever Book containing ſuch vile matter 
So fairly bound? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
In ſuch a gorgeous Palace. 

Nur. There's no Truſt, no Faith, no Honeſty in Men, 
AM} Perjur'd; all Forſworn; all Naught ; all Diſſmblers; 
Ah, where's my Man? Give me ſome Aqua vita 
Thele Grieſs, theſe Woes, theſe Sorrows make me old 
Shame come to Romeo. 

Ful. Bliſter'd be thy T 
For ſuch a Wiſh, he was not born to ſhame, 

Upon his Brow Shame is aſham'd to fit: 

For tis a Throne where Honour may be Crown's, 
Sole Monarch of the univerſal Earth. 

O what a Beaſt was I to chide him ſo ? 

Naur. Will you ſpeak well of him 
That kill'd you Couſin ? 

Jul. Shall 1 ſpeak ill of tim that is my Husband ? 


Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue ſhall ſmooth thy Name, 


When I thy three Hours Wife have mangled i: ! 

But wherefore Villain didſt thou kill my Coulin ? 
That Villain Couſin would have kill'd my Husband: 
Back tooliſh Tears, back to your native Spring; 
Your. Tributary drops belong to Woe, 

Which you miſtaking offer up to Joy: 
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Husband lives that Tybal: would have ſlain, 
125 Tybalt dead that — have kill'd my Husband; 
All this is Comfort ; wherefore weep 1 then ? 
Some word there was worſer than Tyhalt's Death 
That murdered me; I would forget it tain, 
But oh it preſſes to my Memory, 
Like damned guilty deeds ro Sinners Minds ; 
t is dead, and Romeo baniſhe , 

That Banithed, that one word Paniſhed, 
Hath ſlain ten thouſand Tybalts : Tybalt's death 
Was woe enough, it it had ended there: 
Or if fower Woe de.ights in Fellowfhip, 
And need! y will be rank'd with other Griefs, 
Why followed not, when ſhe faid Halt's dead, 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay, or both, 
Which modern Lamentation might have mov'd. 
But with a Rear-ward following Tas death, 
Romeo is baniſhed -—- to ſpeak that werd, 
Is Father, Mother, Tyhais, Romeo, Juliet, 
All flain, all dead: Komeo is bamithed : 
There is no end, no limit, meaſure, bound, 
In that word's death, no words can that woe found. 
Where is my Father, and my Mother, Nurle ? 

Nur. Weeping and wailing over Ty»a/;'s Coart-. 
Wil you go to them? I will bring you thither. {ipent, 

Ful. Waſh they his wounds with Tears? mine ſhull be 
When theirs are dry, tor Romeo's Baniſhment. 
Take up thoſe Cords, poor Ropes you are beguil'd, 
Both you and 1, for Romeo is Exil'd : 
He mate you for an Highway to my Bed, 
But I a Maid, die Maiden-widowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurſe, I'll to my Wedding bed, 
And Dearth, not Romeo, take my Maiden-head. 

Nur. Hie to your Chamber, III find Romeo 
To comiort you, | wot well where he is: 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at Night; 
Pil 72 him, — is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

0 him, give this Ring to my true Knight. 

And bid him come, to take his laſt — { Exeum. 
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SCENE III. The Aianaſtery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 


Fri Romeo, come forth, come forth, thou fearful May, 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy Parts; 
And thou art wedded to Calamity. 
Rom. Father, what News ? 
What is the Prince's Doom ? 
What Sorrow craves admittance at my Hand, 
That 1 yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar 
Is my dear Son in ſuch ſower Company. 

I bring thee Tydings of the Prince's Doom. 

Rom. What, leſs than Dooms-day, is the Prince's Doom 

Fri. A gentle judgment vaniſh'd from his Lips, 
Not Bodys Death, but Body's Baniſhment. 

Rom. Ha, Baniſhment! Be merciful, ſay Death; 
For Exile hath more terror in his look, 

Much more than Death: Do not ſay Banifhment. 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banifhed : 

Be patient, for the World is broad and wide. 

Rom. There is no World without Verona Walls, 

But Purgatory, Torture, Hell it felt: 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſh'd from the World, 
And World's Exile is Death. Then baniſhed 
Is Death mit-rerm'd, calling Death Baniſſied. 
Thou cur'it my Head off with a Golden Ax, 
Aud {miPt upon the ſtroak that murcers me. 

Fri. O deadly Sin! O rude Unthank ſulneſs 
Thy Fault our Law calls Death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath ruſht aſide the Lo, 

And turn d that black word Death to Baniſhment. 
That is dear Mercy, and thou fecſt it not. 

Rom. 'Tis Torture, and not Mercy: Heay'n is here 
Where Juliet lives, and every Cat and Dog, : 
And little Mouſe, every unworthy thing 
Lives here in Heaven, and may look on her, 

But Romeo may not. More Validity, 
More honourable State, more Courtſhip lives 
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In Carrion Flies, than Romeo: They may ſeize 
On the white onder of dear Fuliet land, 
And ſteal immortal Beſſings from her Lips, 
Who even in pure and veltal Modeſty 
Still bluſh, and thinking their own Kiſſes fin. 
This may Flies do, When | from this muſt fly, 
And fay'ſt thou yet, that Exile is not Death? 
But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed. 
Hadſt thou no Poiſon mixt, no ſharp- ground Kaife, 
No ſudden mean of Death, tho' nc er to mean, 
But baniſhed to kill me? Baniſhed? 
O Frizr, the Damned uſe that Word in Hel!; 
Howlings attend ic, how haſt thou the Heart, 
Being a Divine, a Ghoſtiy Cont: flor, 
A Sin- Abſo! ver, and my Friend profeſt. 
To mang'e me with that word Baniſhed ? 
Fri. Fond Mad-man, hear me ſpeak. 
Rom. O thou wilt ſp:ak again ot Baniſhment. 
Fri. I'll give thee Armour to keep off that Word, 
Adverſity's ſweet Milk, Philoſophy, 
To comtort thee, tho thou art baniſhed. 
Rom. Yet baniſhed? Hang up Philoſophy, 
Valeſs Philoſo phy can make a Fulier, 
Diſplant a Town, reverte a Prince's Doom, 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more 
Fri. O then I fee that mad Mea have no Ears. 
Rom. How ſhou'd they, 
When wiſe Men have no Eyes? 
Fri. Let me deſpair with thee of thy Eſtate. 
Rom. Thou canſt not ſpeak of that thou doſt not feel: 
Wert thou as young as Juliet my Love, 
An hour but married. Tybals murdered, 
Doting like me, and like me baniſhed, 
Thea might ſt thou ſpeak, then might ſt thou tear thy Hair; 
And fall upon the Ground as I do now, 
Taking the meaſure ot an unmade Grave. 


[ Throwie hi on the Ground. 

Fri. Ariſe, one knocks; ER ** within. 
Good Romeo hide thy ſelf. | 
C4 Rom. 
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Rom. Not I, 
Unleſs the breath of Heart-fick Groans, 


Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch of Eyes. [Knok. | 


Fri. Hark, how they knock. 
Who's there? — Romeo, ariſe, 


Thou wilt be taken—— ſtay a while ſtand up; ¶ Knock, 


R in to my Study — By and by —— God's Will; 


What Simp.enels is this ——1 come, I come. [ Knock, 


Wo krocks ſo hard ? 
Whence come you? what's your Will? 
Nur. [Within] Let me come in, 
And you ſhall know my Errand: 
I come from Lady Juliet. 
Fri, Welcome then. 
Enter Nurſe. 
Nur. O holy Friar, O tell me holy Friar, 
Where is my Lady's Lord? where's Romeo 
Fri. There, on the Ground, 
With his own Tears made drunk. 
Nur. O he is even in my Miſtrefs's Caſe, 
Juſt in bor Caſe, O woful Sympathy! 
Pireons Predicament, even ſo hes ſhe, 
lubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
Stand up ſtand vp, ſtand an you be a Man. 
For Fuliet's ſake, for her fake riſe and ſtand: 
Why ſhould you fall into fo deep an Oh! 
Rom. Nurſe. 
Nur. Ah Sir! Ah Sir!——Death's the end of All. 
Rom. Speak ſt thou of Juliet? How is't with her? 
Doth not ſhe think me an old Murtherer, 
Now have I ſtain d the Child- hood of our J y 
With Blood, removed bur little from her own? 
Where is ſhe? and how does ſhe? and what ſays 
My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd Love? 
Nur. © the ſays nothing, Sir, but weeps and weeps, 
And now falls on her Bed, and then ftarts up, 
And Dali calls, and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 
Rom. As if that Name 
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Did murder her, as that Names curſed Hand 
Murder d her Kinſman. O tell me, Friar, tell me, 


. In what vile part of this Anatomy 
Doth my Name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſack 
The hateful Manfion. 
b Fri. Hold thy deſperate Hand | 
, Art thou a Man? Thy form cries out, thou art. 


Thy Tears are Womaniſh, thy wild Acts do note 
The unreaſonable fury of a Beaſt. 
Unſeemly Woman. in a ſeeming Man, 
And ill beſeeming Beaſt in ſeeming both, 
Thou haſt amaz d me. By my holy Order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. 
Haſt thou ſlain Tybalz? Wilt thou ſlay thy ſelf? 
And ſlay thy Lady, that in thy Life lives, 
By doing damned hate upon thy ſelf ? 
Why raiPft thou on thy Birth? the Heav'n and Earth? 
Since Birth, and Heav'n and Earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once would'ſt loſe. 
Fie, fie, thou ſham'?t thy Shape, thy Love, thy Witz 
Who like an Uſurer abound'ſt in all, 
And ufeft none in that true uſe indeed. 
Which ſhould bedeck thy Shape, thy Love, thy Wu: 
Thy noble Shape is but a Form of Wax, 
Digrefling from the Valour of a Man; 
Thy dear Love ſworn, but hollow Perjury, 
Killing that Love which thou haft vow'd ro cheriſh; 
Thy Wit, that Ornament to Shape and Love, 
Mit-ſhapen in the Conduct of them both, 
Like Powder in a skill-leſs Soldicr's Flask. 
ls ſet a fire by thine own Ignorance, 
And thou diſmembred with thine own Defence, 
What, rouſe thee, Man, thy Juliet is alive, 
For whoie dear fake thou watt but lately dead. 
IT There art thou happy. Halt would kill thee; 
But thou flew'ſt J) t; there art thou happy too. 
The Law that threatned Death became thy Friend 
And turn'd it to Exile; there art thou happy, 
Apack of Bleſſings light upon thy Back, 
”" Heppineſs courts thee in 4 beſt Array, 
by 
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_— a tes ard a ſullen Wench, 
u putteſt up thy Fortune and thy Love; 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Go get thee to thy Love, as was decreed, 
Aſcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 
But look thou ſtay not till the Watch be ſet, 
For then thou canſt not paſs to Mantua, 
Where thou ſhalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back, 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more Joy, 
Than thou went ſt forth in Lamentation. 
Go before, Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady, 
And bid her haſten all the Houſe to Bed, 
Which heavy Sorrow makes them apt unto. 
Romro is coming, 

Nur. © Lord, I could have ſtaid here all Night, 
To hear Counſel: Oh, what Learning 1s! 
My Lord, I' tell my Lady you will come. 


Rom. Do fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 
Nur. Here, Sir, a Ring ſhe bid me give you, Sir 


Hie you, make haſte, for it grows very late. 
Rom. How well my Comfort is reviv'd by this, 
Fri. Go hence. 

Good Night, and here ſtands all your State: 

Either be gone before the Watch be ſet, 

Or by the break of Day diſgui-'d, from hence, 

Sojourn in Mantua; Vil find cut your Man, 

And he ſhall ſignifie from time to time, 

Every good hap to you that chances here: 

Give me thy Hand, tis late farewel, Good Night. 
Rom. But that a Joy, paſt Joy calls out on me, 

It were a Grief, ſo brief to part with thee: 


Earewel. [ Exence. 


SCENE IV. Capulet's Hſe. 


Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet and Paris. 
Cap. Things have faln out, Sir, ſo unluckily, 


That we have had no time to. move our Daughter: 
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Look you, ſhe loy'd her Kinſman Tybal: dearly, 
And 20 1 Well, we were born to die. 
Tis very late. ſh='!1l not come down to Night 
I promiſe you, but for your Company, 
I would have been a bed an hour ago. 
Par. Theſe times of Woe afford no time to Woo: 
Madam. good Night, commend me to your Daughter, 
La. Cap. I will, and know her Mind early to Morrow; 
To Night ſhe is mew'd up to her heavinelſs. 
Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a deſperate tender 
Of my Child's Love: I think ſhe will be rui'd 
In all reſpects by me, nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to Bed, 
Acquaint her here of my Son Paris Love, 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wedneſday next 
But ſoft; what day is this? 
Par. Monday, my Lord. 
Cap. Monday? ha! ha! well, Wedneſday is too foon, 
A Thurſday let it be: A Thurſday tell her 
She ſhal! be married to this Noble Earl: 
Will you be ready? do you like this haſte? 
We'll keep no great a- do — a Friend or two 
For, hark you, alt being (lin ſo hte, 
It may be thought we held him careleſly, 
Being our Kinſman, it we revel much: 
Therefore we'll have ſome halt a dozen Friends, 
And there's an end. But what ſay you to Thurſday? 
Par. My Lord, 
I would that Thuy/day were to Morrow. 
Cap. Wel, get you gune—— 2 Thurſday be it then: 
Go you to Fultet ere you go to Bed, [To Lady Capulet. 
Prepare her, Wife, againſt this Wedding day. 
Farewel, my Lord — Light to my Chamber, hoa! 
Afore me, it is 10 late, that we may call it early by end by. 
Good Night, Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE v. TheGarder. 


Enter Romeo and Juliet above at a Window; a Lauder o 
Ropes ſet. 


Wilt chou be ? 
It = the Ni das. end not the Lark, 
Thar pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine Ear; 
Nightly ſhe fings on yond Pomgranate Tree : 
Believe me Love, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, 
No Nightingale. Look, Love, what envious Streaks 
Do lace the ſevering Clouds in yonder Eaſt: 
Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day 
Stands tiptoe on the miſty Mountain tops. 

I mult be gone and live, or ſtay and dye, 

Ful. Yon Light is not Day-l;ght, I know it, I: 

It is ſome Meteor that the Sun extales, 

To be to thee this Night a Torch-bearecr, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua; 
Therefore ſtay, yet thou need'ſt not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta en, let me be put to Death, 

I] am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. 
Il fay yon gray is not the Morning's Eye, 
"Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's Brow, 
Nor that is not the Lark whoſe Notes do beat 
The vaulty Heay'ns ſo high above our Heads. 
I have more care to ſtay, than will to go: - 
Come Death and welcome, Fuliet vvil's it ſo. 0 
How is t, my Soul? let's talk, it is not Day. 
It is it is, hie hence, be gone, away: 
It is the Lark that ſngs fo out of Tune, 
Straining harſh Diſcords, and unpleaſing Sharps, 
Some ſay he Lark makes ſweet Divition ; 
This doth not fo: For ſhe divideth us. 
Some ſay the Lark and loathed Toad chang'd Eyes, 
O row — they had chang'd Voices too: 
Since, arm from arm. that Voice doth us affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Hunt{-up to the Day. 
O now de gone, more light and light it grows. 
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Rom. More light and light. more dark and dark our Woes, 
Enter Nurſe. 
Nur. Madam. 


Ful. Nurſe. 
Nur. Your Lady Mother is coming to your Chamber: 


The Day is broke, be wary, look about. 
Ful. Then Window let Day in, and let Life out. 
Rom. Farewel, farewel, one Kiſs, and Fl] deſcend. 
Jul. Art thou gone ſo? Love! Lord l ah Husband ? Friend? 
| muſt hear from thee every Day in the Hour, 
[Romeo comes down by the Ladder mio the Garden. 
For in a Minute there are many Days. 
O by this count I fhall be much in Years, 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 
Rom. Farewel: 
| will omit no opportunity, 
That may convey my Greetings, Love, to thee. 
Jul. O think & thou we ſhall ever meet again? 
Rom. I deubt it not, and all theſe Woes ſhall ſerye 
For ſweet Diſcourſes, in our time to come. 
Jul O God! I have an ill Divining Soul, 
Methinks I ſee thee now, thou art ſo low, 
As one dead in the bottom of a Tomb: 
Either my E.ye-fight fails; or thou look'Rt pale. 
Rom. And truſt me, Love, in mine Eye fo do you: | 
Dry Sorrow drinks our Blood. Adieu, adieu. [ Exæeum. 


SCENE VI. Juliet“ Chamber. 


Enter I uliet. 

Ju. Oh Fortune, Fortune, all Men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
2 is renown'd for Faith? be fickle Fortune: 

or then I hope thou wilt not him lon 
But fend him back. =Y ” 

Enter Capulet. 

La Cap. Ho 8 you up? 

Ful. Who is't that calls? is it my Lady Mother? 
Is the not don ſo late, or up fo early ? 
What unaccuſtom'd Cauſe procures ber hither ? 


La. Caps 


6 Romro ad Juli. 


L. Cap. Why how now, Juliet! 
Ful. Madam, I am not well. 
La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your Couſin's Death? 
What, wilt thou waſh him from his Grave with Tears? 
And if thou could, thou couldſt not make him live 
Therefore have done. ſome Grief ſhews much of Love, 
But much of Grief ſhe vs ſtill _ _ of _ 
Let let me weep, for ſuch a feeling lots. 

| 22 So ſhall you feel the loſs, but not the Friend 
Which you for. 

Jul. Feeling fo the loſc. 
I cannot chuſe but ever the Friend. 
La. Cap. Well Girl, thou weep not ſo much for his death, 
As that the Villain lives which flaughter'd bim. 

Ful. What Villain, Madam? 

Ls. Cap. That fame Villain, Romeo. 

Jul. Villain and he be many Miles aſunder: 
God pardon him, 1 do with all my Heart, 
And yet no Man like he doth prieve my Keart. 

La. Cap. That is becauſe the Traitor lives. 

Ful. Ay. Madam, from the reach of theſe my Hande 
Would none but I might venge my Couſin's Death. 

La. Cap. We will have Vengeance for it, ſear thou not 
Then weep no more. I il fend to one in Marina, 
Where that ſame baniſh'd Runagate doth live, 
Shall give lim ſuch an unaccuſtom'd Dram, 
That he ſhall ſoon keep Tybalse Company: 
And then I hope thou wilt be ſatisfied 

Ful. Indeed | never ſhall be fatisfied. 
With Romeo. i 1 behold him — Dead 
Is my poor Heart, fo for a Kinſman vext 
Madam, if you could find out but a Man 
To bear 2 Puifon, I would temper it; 
That Romeo ſhould, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon flcep in quiet. O how my Heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd and cannot come to him, 
To wreak the love I bore my Coutin Iz alt, 
Upon his Body that hath ſliughter'd him. 

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and Il find ſuch a Man. 


ul. 


But now Il tell thee joyful tidings Cir), 
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Jul. And Joy comes well in ſuch a needy time. 
What are they, I beſeech your Ladyſhip? 

La, Cap. Well, well. thou haſt a careful Father, Child; 
One, who to put thee from thy heavineſs, 
Hath forted out a ſudden day of Joy, 
That thou expe not, nor I look d not for. 

Ful. Madam, in happy time, what day is this? 

La. Cap. Marry, my Child, early next Th#»/dsy morn, 
The gallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 
The Count ot Paris, at St. Peter s Church, 
Shall happily make thee a joytul Bride. 

Jul. Now by St. Peter's Church, and Peter too, 
He ſhall not make me there a joyful Bride. 
] wonder at this haſte, that I muſt wed 
Ere he that ſhould be Husband comes to woe, 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 
1 will not marry yet, and when I do, I ſwear 
Ir ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 
Rather than Paris. Theſe are News indeed. 

La. Cap. Here comes your Father, tell him fo your ſelf, 
And ſce how he will take it at your hands, 

Enter Capulet and Nus ſe. 

Cap. When the Sun ſets, the Earth doth drizzle Dew; 
But tor the Sunſet of my Brother's Son, 
It rains down-right, 
How now? a Conduit, Girl? what, ſtill in tears? 
Evermore ſhow'ring in one little Body? 
Thy Counterfeit's a Bark, à Sea, a Wind; 
For fiill thy Eyes, which I may call the Sea, 
Do ebb and flo with Tears, the Bark thy Body 
Sailing in this falt Flood, the Winds thy Sighs, 
Who raging with the Tears, and they with them, 
Without a ſudden Calm will over. ſet 
Thy tempeſt-toſſed Body How now, Wife? 
Have you deliver'd to her our Decree ? 

La Cap. Ay, Sir; 
But ſhe will none, ſhe gives you thanks: 
I would the Fool were married to her Grave. 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, Wife. 
How, will ſhe none? doth ſhe not give us thanks? 1 
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Is ſhe not proud? doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
Unworthy as ſhe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom ? 
Jul. Not proud, you have; But thankful, that you have. 
Proud can I never be of what I hate, 
But thankful even for Hate, that is meant Love. 
Cap. How now? 
How now? chopt Logick ? what is this? 
Proud! and I thank you! and I thank you not! 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But ſettle your fine Joints gainſt I hurſday next, 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's Church: 
Or I will drag thee on a Hurdle thither. 
Out you Green- ſickneſs Carrion, out you Baggage, 
Out you Tallow face. 
La. Cap. Fie, fie, what are you mad? 
Fal. Good Father, | beſeech you on my Knees, 
Hear me with patience, but to ſpeak ; —— k 
Cap. Hang thee, your Bagg diſobedient Wretc 
I tell! thee what, * — to — a Thurſclay, 
Or ne ver after look me in the Face. 
Speak not, reply not, do not anſwer me. 
My Fingers itch, Wife: we fearce thought us bleſt, 
That God had lent us but this only Child, 
But now 1 ſee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a Curſe in having her 
Out on her, Hilding. 
Nur. God in Heaven bleſs her: 
You are to blame, my Lord. to rate her fo. 
Cap. And why, my Lady Wiſdom ? hold your Tongue, 
Good Prudence, ſmatter with your Goſſip, go. 
Nur. 1 ſpeak no Treaſon, 
O God- ye good-den 
May not one fpeak ? 
Cap. Peace you mumbling Fool, 
Utter your Gravity o'er a Goſlip's Bowl, 
For here we need it nor. 
La. Cap. You are too hot. 
Cap. God's Bread, it makes me mad 
Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, and play, 
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Alone in company, ſtill my care hath been 
To have her match'd, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Of fair Demeans. Youthful, and nobly Allied, 
Suff'd, as they fay, with honourable Parts, 
Proportion'd as ones thought would wiſh a Man: 
And then to have a wretched puling Fool, 
A whining Mammer, in her Fortunes tender, 
To anſwer Ii] not wed, I cannot Love, 
am too young. I pray you pardon me. 
But, and you will not wed. l' pardon you 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not Houſe with me: 
Look to't, think on't, I do not ule to jeſt. 
Thurſday is near, lay Hand on Heart, adviſe; 
And you be mine, II give you to my Friend: 
And you be not, hang beg ſtarve, die in the Streets, 
For, by my Soul, Il ne'er acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine ſhall never do thee good: 
Truſt tot, bethink you, Vil not be forſworn. [Exit, 
Jul. Is there no Pity fitting in the C'ouds, 
That ſees into the bottom of my Griet? 
O ſweet my Mother. caſt me not away, 
Delay this Marriage tor a Month, a Week, 
Or it you do not, make the bridal Bed 
In that dim Monument where Tybalt lyes. 
La. Cap. Talk nut to me, for Lil not ſpeak a word: 
Do as thou wilt for I kave done wich thee. [Exi#, 
Ful. O God! 
O Nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented ? 
My Husband is on Earth, my Faith in Heav'n, 
How ſhall that Faith return again to Earth, 
Unleſs that Husband ſend it me from Heav'n, 
4 _ Earth ? Comfort me, counſel me, 
ck, alack, that Heav'n ſhould practiſe Stratagems 
Upon fo ſoft a Subject as my alt. 
What fay ſt thou? haſt thou not a word of joy; 
Some comfort, Nurſe. 
Nur. Faith here it is: 
Romeo is baniſh'd, and all the World to nothing 
That he dares ne er come back to challenge you: 
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Or if he do, it needs muſt be by ſtealth. 

Then fince the caſe ſo ſtands as now it doth, 

I think it beſt you married with the Count. 

Oh he's a lovely Gentleman; 

Romes's a Diſh-clout to him; an Eagle. Madam, 

Hath not ſo green, {o quick, ſo fair an Eye 

As Paris hath: beſhrew my very Heart, 

I think you are happy in this ſecond Match, 

For it excels your firſt: Or if it did not, 

Your firſt is dead, or *'rwere as good he were, 

As living here, and you no uſe of him. 

Ful. Speakeſt thou from thy Heart? | 
Nur. And from my Soul too, 
Or elſe beſnrew them both. 
Ful. Amen. 
Nur. What? | 
Jul. Well, thou haſt comforted me marvellous muck; 

Go in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Having diſpleas d my Father, to Lawrence Coll, 

To make Conteſſion, and to be abſolved. | 
Nur. Marry 1 will, and this is wiſely done. [ Ex12, 
Jul. Ancient Damnation! O moſt wicked Fiend! 

Is it more Sin to wiſh me thus forſworn, 

Or to diſpraiſe my Lord with that ſame Tongue 

Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare, 

So many thouſand times? Go, Counſellor, 

Thou and my boſom hencetorth ſhall be twain : 

II to the Friar to know his remedy. 

If all elſe fail, my ſelf have power to die. [ Exenn?; 
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ACT IV. SCENE l. 


SCENE the Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris. 
Fri. N Thur/day. Sir! the time is ſhort. 
O Par. Ee Capulet will hive it ſo, 
And I am nothing flow to ſlack his haſte. 
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Fri. You ſay you do not know the Lady's Mind: 
Uneven is the courſe, I like it not. 


Par. Immoderately ſhe for Tybalt's Death, 
And therefore have I little talk of Love, 
For Venus (miles not in a Houſe of Tears: 
Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous 
That ſhe ſhould give her Sorrow ſo much ſway; 
And, in his Wiſdom, haſtes our Marriage, 
to ſtop the Inundation of her Tears, 
Which too much minded by her ſelf alone, 
May be put trom her by Society. 
Now do you know the reaſon of this haſte. 
Fri. I would 1 knew not why it ſhould be flow'd. 
Look, Sir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 
Enter Juliet. 
Par. Happily met, my Lady and my Wife. 
Jul. That may be, Sir, when I may be a Wife. 
Par. That may be, muſt be, Love, on Thurſday next, 
Ful. What muſt be, ſhall be. 
Fri. That's a certain Text. 
Pay. Come you to make Confeſſion to this Father ? 
Ful. To anſwer that, I ſhould confeſs to you. 
Pay. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
Jul. I will conteſs to you that | love him. 
Par. So will ye, | am fure, that you love me. 
Ful. If I do fo, it will be of more Price, 
Peing ſpoke behind your Back, than to your Face. 
Pay. Poor Soul, thy Face is much abus'd wich Tears. 
Jul. The Tears have got in Victory by that: 


For it was bad e h before their ſpight. 


Par. Thou w | it, more than Tears, with that reports 
Ful. That bes tas Sir, which is but truth, ; 
And what I ſpeak, I ſpeak it to my Face. 
Par. Thy Face is mine, and thou haſt flander'd it. 
Ful. It may be fo, for it is not mine own. 
Are you at leiſure, Holy Father, now, 
Or ſhall 1 come to you at evening Maſs? 
Fri. My leiſure ſerves me, penſive Daughter, now. 


Far. 
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Pay. God ſhield, I ſhould diſturb Devotion: 
iet, on Thurſday early will I rowze ye, — _ 
Till then adieu, and keep this holy KiB. [Exit Paris, 
Ful. O ſhut the Door, and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weep with me, paſt hope, paſt cure, paſt help. 
Fri. O Fuliet, I already know thy Griet, 
It trains me paſt the compaſs of my Wits: | 
I hear thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurſday next be married to this Count. : 
Jul. Tell me not, Friar, that thou heareſt of this, 
Unleſs thou tell me how 1 may prevent it. 
If in thy Wiſdom, thou canſt give no help, 
Do thou but call my Reſolution wiſe, 
And with this Knite I'll help it preſently. 
God join'd my Heart and Romeo's, thou our Hands, 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo ſeal d, 
Shall be the Label to another Deed, 
Or my true Heart, wich treacherous Revolt, 
Turn to another, this ſhall ſlay them both: 
Therefore out of thy long exper enc'd Time, 
Give me ſome preſent Coanſcl, or behold 
*Twixt my Extreams and me, this bloody Knife 
Shall play the Umpire; arbitrating that, 
Which the Commiſſion of thy Years and Art 
Could to no Iſſue of true Honour bring: 
Be not ſo long to ſpeak, | long to die, 
If what thou ſpeak'ſt ſpeak not of Remedy. 
Fri. Hold, Daughter, I do ſpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an Execution, 
As that is deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather than to County Faris, 
Thou haſt the Strength of Will to ſlay thy ſelf, 
Then it is likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like Death to chide away this ſhame, 
That cop'it with Death himſelf, to ſcape from it 
And it thou dar'ſt, Ill give thee remedy. 
Fed. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walk in thieviſh Ways, or bid me lurk 


Where Serpents are: in me with roaring Bears, 
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Or hide me nightly in a charnel Houſe, 

Oer covered quite with dead Mens ratling Bones, 

With reeky Shavks, and yellow chapleſs Skulls: 

Or bid me go into a new-made Grave. 

And hide me with a dead Man in his Grave, 

Things that to hear them told, have made me tremble, 
And I will do it without fear or doubt, 

To live an unſtain'd Wife to my ſweet Love. 

Fri, Hold then. Go home, be merry, give conſcnt, 
To marry Paris. Wedneſday is to- Morrow ; 
To-Morrow Night lcok that thou lye alone. 

Let not thy Nurſe lye with thee in thy Chamber : 
Take thou this Viol being then in Bed. 

And this diſtilling Liquor drink thou off 

When preſently, through all thy Veins, ſha!l run 

A cold and drowfie Humcur: For no Pulſe 

Shall keep his Native Progreſs, but ſuret ale: 

No warmth, no breath ſhall teſtifie thou liveſt; 
The Roſes in thy Lips and Cheeks ſhall fade 

To mealy Aſhes, the Eyes Windows fall 

Like Death, when he {huts up the Day of Life; 
Each part depriv'd of ſupple Government, 

Shall ſtiff and ſtark, — cold a like Death, 
And in this borrowed likeneſs of ſhrunk Death 
Thou ſhalt continue two and forty Hours, 

And then awake, as from a pleaſant Sleep. 

Now when the Bridegroom in the Morning comes 
To rowſe thee from thy Bed, there art thou Dead: 
Then as the manner of our Country is, 

In thy befl Robes uncover'd on the Bier, 

Be born to Burial in thy Kindreds Graye: 

Thou ſhalt be born to that ſame antient Vault, 
Where all the Kindred of the Catulets lye. 

la the mean time, againſt thou ſhalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our Drifr, 

And hither ſhall he come; and that very Night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

And this ſhall free thee from this preſent Shame, 
It no unconſtant Toy nor Woman ſh fear, 

Abate thy Valour in the acting it. 


In this reſolve, 1 
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Ful. TN 
Fri. Hold. ou 5 2 
rü LI Friar with ſpeed 
To Mantua, with my — er thy a ſhall help 
. Love give me Strength, and Strengt afford. 
ball — Father. 


SCENE II. Capalet's Honſe. 
' Enter Capulet, Lady Copulet, Nurſe, and two or three 
Servants 


Cap. So many Gueſts invite as here are writ: 
Sirrah, 7 hire me twenty cunning Cooks. 

Ser. Ycu ſhall have none ill, Sir, for II try if they can 
lick their Fingers. 

Cap. How canſt thou try them fo ? | 

Ser. Marry, Sir, tis an ill Cook that cannot lick hisown | 
Fingers: Therefore he that cannot lick his Fingers, goes 
not with me. | 

Cap. Go, be gone. We ſhall be much unfurniſy'd for 
this time: What is my Daughter gone to Friar Lawrence? 
Nur. Ay forſooth. 
Cap. Well, he may chance to do ſome good on hoer, 
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A peeviſh felf-will'd Harlo ry it is. 
Enter Juliet. 
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— peuy Phaden : Pardon | beſeech you, 
orward I am ever rul'd by you. | 1 
Cap. Send for the Count, go, tell him of this, | 
Ill have this Knot knit up to- Morrow Morning, - 
Jul. I met the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell, | 
And gave him what becoming Love I might, 
Not ing o'er the bounds of Mcdeſty. 
Cap. Why I am glad on't, this is well, ſtand 
This 1s as't ſhould be, let me fee the County: 


up. 


; 
, 


y 


ROMEO and JULIET. 71 


Ay marry, go I fay, and fetch him hither. 
Now afore God, this reverend Holy Friar, 
All our whole City is much bound to him. 
Jul. Nurſe, will you go with me into my Cloſet, 
To help me fort ſuch need ful Ornaments, 
As you think fit to furniſh me to- Morrow? 
La. Cap. No not till Thurſday, there is time enough. 
Cap. Go Nurſe, go with her; 
We'll to Church to-Morrow ? ¶ Exeunt Juliet and Nurſe. 
La. Cap. We ſhall be ſhort in our Proviſion; | 
'Tis now near Night. 
Cap. Tuſn, I will ſtir about, 
And all things ſhall be well, I warrant thee, Wife: 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her, 
Ill not to Bed to Night, let me alone: 
Fil play the Huſwife tor this once. What ho? 
They are all forth; well 1 will walk my ſelt 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Againſt to Morrow. My Heart is wondrous light, 
Since this ſame way-ward Girl is fo reclaim'd. 
Exunt Capulet and Lady Cap. 


SCENE III. Juliet“ Chamber. 


Enter Juliet and Nurſe. | 
Jul. Ay, thoſe Attires are beſt; but, gentle Nurſe, 
I pray thee leave me tu my felt to Night: 
For I have need of many Oriſons, 
To move the Heav'ns to {mile upon my State. 
Which well thou know'ft is crots and full of Sin. 
Enter Capulet. 
La. Cap. What are 8 ho? Need you my help? 
Jul. No, Madam, we have cull'd ſuch Neceſſaries 
As are behoveful for our ſtate to-Morrow : 
So pleaſe you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the Nurſe this Night fir up with you; 
For I am fure you have Hands fill all, 
In this fo ſudden Bu d 
La. Cap. Good Night, 
Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. . 
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Jul. Farewel; 
God knows, when we ſhall meet again. ; 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my Veins, 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of Fire: 
Pll call them back again to comfort me. 
Nurſe —— what ſhould ſhe do here? 
My diſmal Scene I nceds muſt act alone 
Come Visl—— what it this Mixture do not work at all? 
Shall | be married to- Morrow Morning? 
No, no, this ſhall forbid it; lye thou there. 


| Pointing to a Dagger. 


What if it be a Poiſon, which the Friar 
Subtilly bath miniſtred, to have me dead, 

Left in this Marriage he ſhould be diſhonour d, 
Becauſe he mariied me before to Romeo? 

I fear it is, and yet methiuks it ſhould not, 
For he hath til! been tried a Holy Man. 

How, if when 1 am laid into the Tomb, 

I wake before the time, that Romeo 

Come to redeem me? There's a tearful Point! 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the Vault, 

To whoſe foul Mouth no heal:hſome Air breaths in, 
And there die ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes? 

Or if I live, ic is nat very like, 

The horrible Conceit of Death and Night, 

Together M the Terror of the place, 

As in a Vauir an ancient Receptacle, 

Where, for e many hundred Years, the Bones 
Of all my bur Anceſtors are packt; 

Where b.oody Tybalr, yet but green in Farth, 

Lies feſtring n his Shrowd ; where, as they fay, 

At ſon d Hours in the Night, Spirits reſort------ 
Alack, alack! it not like that I 

So early a hat with loathſome ſmells, 

And ſhrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth, 
That living Mortals. hearing them run mad----- 

Or if I walk ſhall I not be diſtraught, 
Invironed with all theſe hidcous Fears, 

And macly play wich my Forc-fathers Joints, 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his Saroud? 


> 


For this Night's Watching. 
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nd 
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And in this Rage, with ſume great Kinſman's Bone, 

As with a Club, daſh out my deſperate Brains? 

o look! methinks I ſee my Couſin's Ghoſt, 

Seeking out Romeo, that did ſpit his Body 

Upon his Rapier's Point: Stay, Tybalt ſtay! 

Romeo ! Romeo! Romeo! here's drink -I drink to thee. [ Exie. 


SCENE IV. 4 Hal. 
Enter Lady Capulet and Nurſe. 
La. 


Cap. Hold, i 
Take thele Keys and fetch more Spices, Nurſe 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quincesin the Paſtry. 
Euter Capulec. 
Cat. Come, ſtir, ſtir, ſtir, 
The tecond Cock hath crow'd, 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, is three a Clock: 
Look to the bak'd Meats, good Angelica. 
Spare not for coſt. 
Nur. Go, you Cot qucan, go; 
Get you to bed; faith you'll be ſick to morrow 
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Cap. No not a whit, I have watch'd ere now 
All Night for a leſs Cauſe, and ne'er been ſick. 
La Cap. Ay, you have been a Mouſe-hunt, in your time, 
Pur l will watch you, trom fuch watching, novy. 
Ex. Lady Capulet and Nurſe 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jeal us od 
Now, Fellow, what's there ? a 
Enter three or four with Spits, and Logs, and Baskets. 
Ser. Things tor the Cuok, Sir, but I know not wh. 
Gf. Make haſte, make haſte, Sirrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will ſhevr thee where they are. 
Ser. I have a Head, Sir, that will find out Logs, 
And never trouble Peter tor the matter. 
Cap. Maſs and well ſaid, a merry Horſon, ha! 
Thou ſhalt be Logger-head ——gcod Faith, eng. 
P ih. 
The County will be here with Muſick Wale, * 
or fo he {aid he would. I hear him near. 
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Nurſe, Wife, what ho? What, Nurſe, I ſay? 
Enter Nurſe. 
Go waken Juliet go ond trim ner up, 
I'll go and chat with Pari.: Hie, make haſte, 
Make haſte, I fay. | [Exit Capulet. 
SCENE draws and diſcovers Jaliet on a Bed. 


Nur. Miſtreſs, what Miſtreſs! Fuliet! — Faſt I War- 
rant her, 
Why Lamb. why Lady-----Fie you flug-a-bed----- 
Why Love, I y- Madam. Swen-leart---- Why Bride---- 
What, not a Ward! You take your Penny wortins now; 
Sleep for a week; for the next Night i Warrant, 
The County Paris hath fer up his reſt, 
That you ſhould reſt but little God forgive me----- 
Marry and Amen Ho found is ie alleep ? 
I muſt needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 
Ay. let the County take you in vour Bed —— 
He*.l fright you up i'f.ith. Wil it not be? 
What dreſt, and in your Cloaths and down again! 
I muſt needs awake you: Lady, Lady, Lady 
Alas! alas! help! help! my Lady's dead. 
O well a day, that ever I was born! 
Some Aqua-vite ho! my Lord, my Lady! 
| Enter Lady Capulet. 
La Cap. What Noiſe is here? 
Nur. O lamentable Day! 
La. Cap. What is the matter? | 
Nur. Look, look ch heavy Day! | 
La. Cap O me, O me, my Cr ild. my only Lite! | 
Revive, took vp, or I will die with thee: | 
Help, he'p, call help. 1 | 
Enter Capuler. 
Cap. For ſhame bring Juliet forth, her Lord is come 
Nur. She's dead, Deceaſt, fte*s dead: Alack the Day. 
La. Cap. Alak the Day, ſhe's dead, ſhe's dead, ſhe's dead. | 
Cap. Ha! Let me ſee her Out alas, ſhe's cold, | 
Her blood is ſettled, and her Joints are ſtiff, | 
| Life and theſe Lips have long been ſeparated : | 
Death lies on her, like an untimely Froſt 
Upon ihe ſweeteſt Flower of the Field. 
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Nur. O lamentable Day! 
La Cap. O woful time! 
Cap. Dexth, that hath ta'en her henc: to make me wail, 
Ties up my Tongue, and will not let me ſpeak. 
Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris. 
Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. 


© Son, the Night before the Wedding-day, 


Hath Death lain with thy Wife: See, there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was, De fl Wer now by him: 
Death is my Son- in-Law, Death is my Heir, 

My Daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 

And leave him all, Life, living, all is Death's. 

Par. Have 1 thought long to ice this Morning's Face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a ſight as this? | 
La. Cap. Accurſt, unhappy, wretched, hateful Day, 

Moſt miſerable Hour. that time cer ſaw 

In laſting Labour of his Pilgrimage. 

But one, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
But one thing to rejoice and ſolace in, 

And cruel Death hath catcht it from my fight, 

Nur. O wo! O woful, wotul, wWoful Day! 
Molt limentable Day ! moſt wotul Day! 

That e er, ever, I id yet behols, 

O Day! O Day! O Day! O hateful Day! 
Never was ſcen ſo black 2 Day as this: 

U woiu! Dy! O wotul Day! 

Par, Begui.'d, divorced, wronged, ſpighted, ſlain? 

Moſt deteltable Death, by thee beguil'd, 

By crucl, c:uel thee quite overthrown —- 

ve! O Lite! not Life, but Love in Death. 

» Deipis'd, diſtreſſed, hated, martyr'd, kill'd---- 
comfortable time, why cam'ſt thou now | 
To murther, murther our Solemnity ? 

O Child! O Child! my Soul, and not my Child! 
Dead art thou lack my Child is dead,. 

And with my Child, my Joys are buticd. 

Fri. Peace ho for ſhame . Conſuſions? Care lives not 
In theſe Conſuſions. Heav'n and your ſelf Os 
part in this fair Maid, _ Heav'n bath all, 

2 


And 


76 Romeo ard fuori r. 


And all the better is it for the Maid: 
Your part in her, you could not keep from Death, 
But Heav'n keeps his part in eternal Lite: 
The moſt you fought was her Promotion, 
For twas your Heay'n that ſhe ſhould be advanc'd; 
And weep ye now, ſeeing ſhe is advanc'd 
Above the Clouds, as high as Heav'n it felt ? 
O in this love, you love your Child fo ill. 
That you run mad, ſeeing that ſhe is well. 
She's not well Married that lives married long, 
But ſhe's beſt Married that dyes married young. 
Dry up your Tears, and flick your Roſemary 
On this fair Coarſe, and as the Cuſtom is, 
All in her beſt Array, bear her to Church : 
For tho fond Nature bids us all lament, 
Yet Nature's Tears are Reaſon's Merriment. 
Cap. All things that we ordained Feſtival, 
Turn from their Othce to black Funeral 
Our Inſtruments, to melancholly Bells; 
Our Wedding Chear, to a fad burial Feaſt; 
Our folemn Hymns, to ſullen Dirges change; 
Our Bridal Flowers, ſerve for a buri:d Coarſe: 
And all things change them to the contrary. 
Fri. Sir, go you in, and Madam, go wich him, 
And go. Sir Pars, every one prepare 
To tcllow this fair Coarte unto her Grave. 
The Heav'ns do lowre upon you for ſome il: 
Move them no more, by crofling their high WII. [ Exenu. 
Mm. Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeſt good Fellows: Ah, put up, put up, 
For well you know this is a pititul Caſe. 2 
Mu. Ay, by my Troth, the Caſe may be amend 
Enter Peter, 
Per. Muſicians : Oh Muſicians, 
/ Heart's eaſe, Heart's eaſe; 
| Oh, and you will have me live, play Heart's eaſe | 
_ Mw. Why Heart's eaſc? 
Te. O Mulicians, 
Becauſe my Heart it ſelf plays, my Heart is ful. 
Mu. Not a dump we, tis no time to play now. 
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Pet. You will not then? 

Mx. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you ſoundly. 

Mu. What will you give us? 

Pet. No Mony on my Faith, but the Gleek. 

Iwill give you the Miniſtrel. 

Mu. Then | will give you the Serving Creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the ſerving Creature's Dazger on your 
Pate. I will carry no Crotchets, Vil Re you, Ul Fa you, 
do you Note me. 

Mu. And you Re us, and Fa us, you Note us. 

2 Au. Pray you put up your Dagger, 

Ard put out your Wir. 
Then have at you with my Wit. 
Per. I will dry-beat you with an Iron Wit, 
And put up my lron Dagger. 
Anſwer me like Men: 
When griping Griefs the Heart doth wound 
Then Mutick with her Silver ſound | 
Why Silver ſound? Why Muſick with her Silver ſound 7 
What ſay you, Simon Catling ? 

Mu. Marry, Sir, becauſe Silver hath a ſweet ſound. 

Per, Prateſt ? what ſay you, Hugh Rebeck? 

2 Mu I fay Silver found, becautc Mulicians ſound for 8il- 

Per. Prateit too? hat fay you James Sound-Poſt? [ver. 

3 Mu. Faith I know not what to ſay. 

Pet. O 1 cry youu mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will ſay for you, it is Muſick with her Silver ſound, 
Becauſe Muſicians have no Gold for ſounding: 
Then Mufick wich her Silver ſound, with ſpeedy help 


* redreſs, [ Exir. 
=. What a peſtilent Knave is this fame ? 

2 Mu. Hang him, Zack, come, we'll in here, tarry for 
the Mourners, and ſtay Dinner. (Eat. 


78 Rouwuro and Juritr. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE Mantua. 


Enter Romeo. 
Rom. * I may truſt the flattering truth of Sleep, 


My Dreams preſage ſome joy ſul News at hand: 


My Boſom's Lord fits lightly in his Throne, 
And all this winged, unaccuſtom'd Spirit, 
Lifts me above the Ground with chear ful Thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange Dream! that gives a dead Man leave to think) 
And breath'd ſuch Life with Kiſſes in my Lips, 
That I reviv'd, and was an Emperor. 
Ah me! bow ſweet is Love it ſelf poſſeſt. 
When but Love's Shadows are ſo rich in Joy ? 
Enter Romeo' Man. 
News from Verona How now Balthaz ar? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Friar ? 
How doth my Lady? Is my Father well? 
How doth my Lady Juliet? That I ack again, 
For nothing can be il], if ſhe be well. 
Man. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill, 
Her Body fleeps in Capulet's Monument, 
Aad her immortal part with Angels lives: 
] ſaw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 
And preſently took Poſt to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe al News, 
Since you did leaye it tor my Office, Sir. 8 
Roms. Is it even 6? 
Then I deny you Stare, 
Thou knoweſt my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper, 
And hire Poſt-Horſes. I will hence to Night. 
Man. I do beſeech you, Sir, have patience: 
Your Looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some Miſadventure. 
Rom. Tuſh, thou art deceiy'd, 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 


| 
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Halt thou no Letters to me from the Friar? 
Man. No. good my Lord. 
Rom. No matter: Get thee gone. 


| And hire thoſe Horſes, UI be wich thee ſtraight, [ Exit Man. 


Well Fuliet, I will lye with thee to Night; 


let's fee for means — O Miſchief thou art ſwift 
' To enter in the Thought of deſperate Men: 


do remember an Apotkecary, 

And hereabouts he dwells, which late I noted 
In tatter'd Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 
Culling ot Simples; Meager were his Looks, 
Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones: 

And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 

An Alligator ſtuft, and other Skins 

Of W-ſhap'd Viſhes, and about his Shelves 

A wn Account of empty Boxes; 

Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes ot Roſes 
Were thinly ſcattered, to make up 2 ſhew. 
Noting this Penury, to my felt 1 faid, 

And it a Man did need a Poiſon now, 

Whoſe ſale is preſent Death in Mantua. 


| Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would fell it him. 


O this ſame Thought did but fore -· run my Need, 
And this ſame needy Man muſt ſell it me. 
As I remember, this ſhould be the Houle, 


| Being ho!y-day, the Beggar's Shop-is ſhut, 
| What ho! Apothecary! 


Enter Apothecarye 
Ap. Who calls fo loud? n 
* Come hither Man, I fee that thou art poor 
there is forty Ducats. let me have 
A Dram of Poiſon, ſuch ſoon-ſpeeding Geer, 
As will diſperſe it ſelf thro? all the Veins, 
That the Li te- weary taker may fall Dead, 
And that the Trunk may be diſcharg'd of Breath, 
As violently, as haſty Powder fir d 
my 2 from the fatal Cannon's Womb. 
* h Mortal Drugs I have, but Mantua s Law 
b Death to any he that * them. 
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Rom. Art thou ſo bare and full of Wretchedneſs, | 


And fear it to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
Need and Oppreſſion ſtareth in thine Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back: 
The World is hn Friend, nor the World's Law; 
The World affords no Law to make thee Rich. 
Then be not Poor, but break it and take this. 
Ap. My Poverty, but not my Will conſents. 
Rom. | pay thy Poverty, and not thy Will. 
Ap. Put this in any Liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the Strength 
Or twenty Men, it would diſpatch you ſtraight. 
Rom. There is thy Gold, worle Poiſon to Mens Souls 
Doing more Murder in this loathſum World, | 
Than theſe puor Compounds that thou may ſt not {e!!; 
I fell thee Poiſon, thou haſt fold me none. 
Farewel, buy Food, and get thy felt in Fle ſh. 
Come Cordial and not Poiſon, go with me 
To Juliet's Grave, for there mult I uſe thee. [ Exe. 


SCENE I. The Monaſtery at Verons. 


Enter Friar John to Friar Lawrence. 


John. Holy Franciſcan Friar! Brother! ho! 

Law. This fame ſhouid be the Voice of Friar John. 
Welcome from Mantua, what ſays Romeo? 
Or if his Mind be writ, give me his Letter. 

Foln. Going to find a bare-foot Brother out, 
One of our Order, to aſſociate me, 
Here in this City viſiting the Sick, 
And finding him. the Searchers of the Town, * 


FFrfpęes., Coroga 


So ſpecting that we both were in a Houſe 1 


Where the infectious Peſtilence did reigr, 

Seal'd up the Doors, and would not let us forth, 

So that my ſpeed to Mantua there vas ſtaid. 
Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo? 
Fohn. I could not ſend it; here it is again, 


Nor get a Meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of Infection. 
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Ie. Unhappy Fortune! by my Brotherhood, 
| The Letter was not nice, bu fll of Charge, | 
Ol dear Import, and the ing it 
May do — Danger. Friar Fohn, go hence, 
Ger me an Iron Crow, and bring it ſtreight 
'Uato my Cell. 
John. Brother, III go and bring it thee. [ Exit, 
Law. Now muſt I to the Monument alone, 
Within this three Hours will fair Juliet wake, 
She will beſhrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of theſe Accidents: 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
ily And keep her at my Cell till Romeo come, 
* Poor living Coarſe, clos'd in a dead Man's Tomb. [ Exiz, 


SCENE III. A Charch-yard, in it, a noble 
Monument belongiag to the Capulets. 


* Enter Paris and his Page, with a Light. 


Par. Give me thy Torch, Boy; hence, and ſtand aloof 
+ | Yet put it out, for I would not be ſeen: 
Under yond* young Trees 1 all along, 
| Laying thy Ear cloſe to the hollow Ground; 
o ſhall no foot upon the Church-yard tread, 
| Being looſe, unfirm, wich digging up of Graves, 
dat thou ſhalt hear it: Whiſtle then to me 
| bs fignal that thou hear'ſt ſomething approach. 
| Give me thoſe Flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
Tag. Tam almoſt aſr. id to ſtand alone 
ere in the Church yard, yet I will adventure. Exit. 
p PS. Sweet Flower, with Flowers thy bridal Bed I ſtrew : 
. | O Woe, thy Canopy is Duſt and Stones. 
| Vhich with ſweet Water nightly I will dew, 
Or wanting that, with Tears diſtill d by Mones; 
The Obſequies that I for thee will keep, 
Nightly ſhall be, to ſtrew thy Grave and weep. | 
[ The Boy whiſiles. 
The Boy gives warning. ſomething doth approach. 
Vhat curſed Foot wanders this way to Night, 
aw; | To crofs my Obſequics, and was Loves ihe? 
4 
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What with z Torch? Muffe me, Night, a while. 
Enter Romeo and Peter with a Light. 
Rom. Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Iron: 
Hold, take this Letter, early in the Morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father. 
Give me the Light; upon thy Life I charge thee, 
Whate'er thou hear'ft or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my Courſe. 
Why I deſcend into this Bed of Death, 
Is partly to behold my Lady's Face: 
But chicfly to take thence from her dead Finger. 
A precious Ring, a Ring that I muſt uſe 
In dear Employment, therefore hence be gone: 
But if thou, Jealous, doſt return to Pry 
Jn what I further ſhall intend to do, 
By Heaven | will tear thee Joint by joint, 
And ſtrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs; 
The Time and my latents are ſavaze wd, 
More fierce, and more inexorable tar. 
Thin empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea. 
Pet. | will be gone Sir, and not trouble you. | 
Rom. So ſhalt thou ſhew me Friendſhip: Take thou that, 
Live and be proſperous, and facewel good Fellow. 
Pet. For all this fame, VI hide me here about, 
His Looks | fear, and his Intents I doubt. [Exh 
Rom Thou deteſtable Maw; thou Womb of Death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt Morſel of the Earth: 
Thus 1 eaforce thy rottea Jaws to open, | 
Breaking oten the Non umen. 
And in deſpight, I'll cram thee wien more Food. 
Par. This is that baniſht haugh y Mowitague 
That murthered my Love's Cousin; with which Grief 
It is ſuppoſed the Fair Creatwe di d, 
And here is come to do fome Villanous Shame 
To the dead Bodies: I will appreherd him. 
Stop thy unhollowed Toil, vile Mountague: 
Can Veag ance be purſu'd further than Death? 
Condemned Villain, I do apprehend thee; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou mult Die. 
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Rom. I muſt indeed, and therefore came | hither — 
Good gentle Youth, tempt not a deſperate Man, 
Fly hence and leave me, think upon thoſe gone, 
Let them affright thee. I beſeech thee, Youth, . 
Pull not another Sin upon my Head, 
By urging me to Fury, O be gone, 
By Heav'n 1 love thee better than my ſelf; 
For I come hither arm'd againſt my felt : 
Stay not, be gone; Live, and hereafter fy, 
A mad Man's Mercy bid thee run away. 
Par. I do deſie thy Commileration, 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. | 
Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? Then have at thee Boy. 
| They Fight, Paris falls 
Pag. O Lord they Fight, I will go coll the Watch. 
Par. O I am fliin; if thou be Merc tal, 
Open the Tomb, lay me with Juliet. 
Rom. In Faith 1 will: Let me peruſe this Face 
Mercutios Kiniman ! Noble County Paris! 
What faid my Man, when my b-tofled Soul 
Did nct attend him as we rode? I thirk 
He told me Paris ſhould have marricd Juliet. 
Saud he not ſo? Or did I dream it fo? 
Or am 1 mad, hearing him talk of Juliet; 
To think it was fo? O give me thy Hand, 
One writ with me in ſur Misfertune's Book, 
Il bury thee in a Triumphant Grave. 
A Grave? © no a Lanthorn, fl mghter'd Youth: 
For here lyes Juliet. and her Beauty makes 
This Vault à Fealtivg Prefence full of Light. 
Death, lye thou there, by à dead Man interr'd. 
Few of: when Men are at the Point of Death, 
Have they been Merry ? Which their Keepers call 
A Lightning before Death? O how may ! 
Call chis « Lighrnmg? O my Love, my Wite, 
Death that hath ſack! the Honey of thy Breath, 
Hath had no Power yet upon thy Beauty: 
Thou art not Conquer d, Beauty's Euhgi yet 
Is Crimſon in tay Lips, and in thy C..ccks, 
And Death's pale Flag is not adyancea there. 


Dial. 
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Tybals. ly'ſt thou there in Sheet ? 
2 — 17 K. 13 
Than with that Hand that cut thy Youth in twain, 
To. ſunder his that was thy Enemy ? 
Forgive me, Couſin. Ah dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet fo fair? 1 will believe, 
Shall 1 believe. that unſubſtantial Death is Amorou: * 
And that the lean abhorred Monſter, Keeps 
Thee here in Dark, to be his Paramour ? 
For fear of that, I ſtill will lay with thee, 
And never from this Palace of dim Night 

rt again: Come lye thou in my Arms, 
— whe Health, — thou tumbleſt in. 
A true Apothecary ! | 
Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kiſs I die, 

again ; here, here will | remain, 

With Worms that are thy Chamber-Maids; O here 
Will I ſet up my Everlaſting Reſt; 
And ſhake the Yoke of inauſpicious Stars 
From this World's wearied Fleſh. Eyes look your laſt, 
Arms take your laſt Embrace; and Lips, O you 
The Doors of Breath, ſeal with a Righteous Kiſs 
A dateleſs Bargain to engroſſing Death 
Come bitter Conduct, come unſavoury Guide, 
Thou deſperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The daſhing Rocks thy Sea-fick weary Bark : 
Here's to my Love. O true Apothecary ! 
Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kiſs 1 die. 


Enter Friar Lawrence with Lanthors. Crow, and Spade. 


Fri. St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to Night 
Have my old Feet ſtumbled at Graves? Who's there? 


Pet. Here's one, a Friend, and one that knows you well, 


Fri. Bliſs be upon you. Tell me, good my Friend, 
What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his Light 
To Grubs and eyeleſs Sculls? As I diſcern, 
Ir burneth in the Catulets Monument. 
Pet. It doth fo, Holy Sir, 
And there's my Maſter, one that you Love. 
Fri. Who is it? | 
Pei, Romeo. 
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Fri. How long hath he been there ? 

Pet. Full balf an hour. | 

Fri. Go with me to the Vault. 

Pet. I dare not, Sir. 
My Maſter knows not but I am gone hence, 
And fearfully did menace me with Death, 
If did ſtay to look on his Intents. 


Fri. Stay, then I 7 alone; fear comes upon me; 
| 


O much I tear ſome ill unlucky thing. 

Pet. As I did ſleep under this young Tree here, 
I dreamt my Maſter and another tought, 
And that my Maſter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo! 
Alack, alack, what Blood is this which tains 
The ſtony Entrance of this Sepulchre ? 
What mean thele Maſterleſs and Goary Swords 
To lie ditcolowm*d by this place of Peace? 
Romeo! oh pale! Who elfe? What Paris too? 
And ſteep'd in Blood? Ah what an unkind Hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable Chance? 
The Lady ſtirs. 

ul. O comfortable Friar, where's my Lord ? 

do remember well where I ſhould be; 
And there I am; where is my Romeo? 


Fri. I hear ſome noiſe, Lady. come from that Ne? 


Of Death, Contagion, and unnatural Sleep; 

A greater Power than we can contradict 

Harth thwarted our Intents; come, come away, 

Thy Husband in thy Boſom there lyes Dead, 

And Paris too - Come, Fi] difpoſe of thee, 

Among a Siſterhood of Huly Nuns: 

S'ay not to queſtiun, for the Watch is 

Come, go good Fulier, I dare no longer ſtay. 
Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 


What's here? A Cup clos'd in my true Love's Hand? 


Poiſon I ice hath been his timeleſs End. 

O Charl, drink all, and left no Friendly drop, 
To help me after? I will Kiſs thy Lips, 
Haply tome Poiſon yet doth Hang on them, 
To make me die with a Reſtoratiye, 
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. Boy and Watch. 


Watch. Lead Boy, which way ? 
Ful. Yea, noiſe? 
Then [I'll be brief. O happy Dagger, 2 
'Tis in thy Sheath, there ruit and let me die. [ Keis Her ſeff, 
Boy. This is the place, 
There where the Torch doth burn, 
Watch. The Ground is bloody. 
Search about the Church-yard, 
Go ſome of you, who e er you find attach. 
Pitiful fight! here lies the County ſlain, 
And Fuliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain theſe two Dvys buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capulers, 
Raiſe up the Momtagnes, ſome others {earch —— 
We ſee the Ground whereon theſe Woes do lye; 
But the true Ground ot all theſe piticous Woes 
We cannot without Circumſtance deſcry. 
Enter ſome of the Watch with Romeo's Max. 
2 Watch. Here's Romeo's Man, 
We found him in the Church-vard. 


1 Watch. Hold him in ſafety til the Prince comes hit her. | 


Enter Friar and a third Warchman. 
3 Watch. Here is a Friar that trembles, ſighs and wiec ps 
We took this Mattock and this Spade from bim, 
As he was coming from this Chnrch-yard lide. 
1 Patch. A great Sulpicion, ſtay the Friar too. 
Enter the Prince and Attendants. 
Prince. What miſadventure is fo early up, 
That calls our Perfon from our Morning's Ref? 
| Enter Capu'et and Lasy (Capulct. 
Cap. What ſhould it be that they fo fhriek abroad ? 
La.Cap. O the People in the Street cry Romeo, 
Some Juliet and ſome Paris, ard all run 
With open out-cry toward our Monument. 
Prince. What Fear is this which ſtartles in your Ears! 
Watch. Sovereign, here lyes the County Paris lain, 
And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 
Warm and new ki!l'd, 
Prince, 
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Prince. Search, 
Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes. 
Match. Here is a Friar, and flaughter d Romeo's Man, 
with Inſtruments upon them, fit to open 
Theſe dead Mens Tombs. 
Cap. O Heav'n ! 
O Wite, look how our Daughter bleeds ! 
This Dagger hath miſta'en, for los his Houſe 
Is empty on the back of Mountague 
And is miſ-ſheathed in my Daughter's Boſom. 
La.Cap. O me, this fight of Death is as a Bell, 
That warns my old Ape to a Sepulcher. 
Enter Mountague. 
Pri. Come Mowntague, for thou art early up, 
To ſee thy Son and Heir nov early down. 
Mown. Alas, my Liege, my Wite is dead to Night, 
Grief of my Son's Exile hath ſtop'd her Breath: 
Whar further Wo conipires againſt my Age? 
Pri. Look, and thou ſhalt fee. 
Mow7, O thou untzught, what Manners is in this, 
To preis before thy Father to a Grave? 
Pri. S-al up the mouth of Out-rage for a while, 
Tul we can clear theſe Ambiguities, 
Ard know their Spring. their Head, their true Deſcent; 
And then will | be General of your Woes, 
And lead you even to Death. Mean time forbcar, 
And let Miſchance be Slave to Patience. 
Bring forth the Parties of Suſpicion. 
Fri | am the greateſt, able to do leaſt, 
Yet moſt ſuſpected, as the Time and Place 
Doth make againſt me, of this direful Murth: r: 
And here I ſtand boch to Impeac' and Purge 
My ſelf Condemned, and my felf Excus'd. 
Pri. Then fay at once what thou doſt know in this 
Fri. | will be brief, for my ſhort date of Breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious Tale. 
Romes there dead, was Husband to that Juliet; 
And ſhe there dead, that Romeo's faithful Wife: 
I Married them; and their ſtoln Marriage Day 
Was Tybals's Dooms-day, whoſe — Death 
Banifh's 
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Baniſh'd the new-made Bri 
For whom, and not for Tybale Fuliet pin d. , 
You, to remove that Siege of Grief from her, 
Betroth'd, and would have Married her ertorce 
To County Paris. Then comes ſhe to me, 
And, with wild Looks, bid me deviſe ſome meant 
To rid her from this ſecond Marriage, 
Or in my Cell there would ſhe ki'l ber felt. 
Then gave I her (fo tutor d by my Art) 
A ſleeping Potion, which fo tock effect 
As I intended, for it wroug"t on her 
The form of Death. Mean time I write to Romer, 
That he ſhould hither come, as this dire Night, 
To help to take her from her borrowed Grave. | 
Being the time the Potion's force ſhould ceaſe, 
But be which bore my Letter, Friar John 
Was ſtaid by Accident and yeſternight 
Return'd my Letter back; then all alone, 
At the prefixed Hour of her awaking. 
Came [to take her from her Kindreds Vaul:, 
Meaning to keep her cloſely at my Cell, 
*Till I convenient!y could ſend to Romeo 
But when I came (ſome Minute ere the time 
Of her awaking) here untimely lay 
The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 
She wakes, and I intreat her to come forth. 
And bear this Work of Heay'n with Patience : 
But then a Noiſe did ſcare me from the Tomb, 
And ſhe, teo deſperate, would not go with me, | 
But, as it ſeems, did Violence on her ſelf. | 
All this I know, and to the Marriage her Nurſe is privy; | 
If ought in this miſcarried by my tault, 
Let my old Life be facrific'd, ſome Hour before the time, 
Unto the Rigour of ſevereſt Law. 
Pri. We ſtill have known thee for an Holy Man. | 
Where's Romeo's Man? What can he fay to this? | 


Romro ard JL r. 
from this City: 


Peter, I brought my Maſter News of Juliet s Death, | | 
f 


And then in Poſt he came from Mantua 

To this ſame Place, to this ſame Monument. ; 

This Letter he early bid me give his Father, | 
NY And | 
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And threatned me with Death, going in the Vault, 
, If I departed not, and left him there. 
Pri. Give me the Letter, I will look on rr. 
Where is the County's Page that rais'd the Watch ? 
Sirrah, what made your Maſter in this Placer ? 
Page. He came with Flowers to ſtrew his Lady's Grave, 
And bid me ſtand aloof, and fo I did: 
Anon comes one with light to ore the Torab, 
And by and by my Maker drew on him, 
And then Iran away to call the Watch. 
Pri. This Letter doth make good the Friar's words, 
Their Courſe of Love, the tidings of her Death : 
And here he writes, that he did buy a Poiſon 
| Of a poor Pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this Vault to «ie, and lye with Juliet. 
Where be theſe Enemies? Capulet, Mowntague, 
See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate, 
That Heay n finds means to kill your Joys with Love; 
And I, for winking at your Diſcords too, 
Have loſt a brace of Kinſmen: All are puniſhd. 
Cap. O Brotker Mountague give me thy Hard, 
This is my Davghter's Jomture ; for no more 
Can | demand. 
Mown. But I can give thee more, 
For I will raiſe her Statue in pure Gold, 
That While Vercna by that Name is known, 
There ſhal! no Figurt at that rate be fer, 
As that of true and tat g Foulict. 
Cap. As ric hall Romeo by his Lady lye, 
Poor Sacr fices of our Enmity. 
Fri. A gloomy Peace thus Morning w'th it brings, 
The Sun for Sorrow will not ſhew his Head; 
Go hence to have more talk of thele fad things; ; 
Some ſhall Le pardon'd, aud {ume punifhed. 
For never was a Story of more Wo, 
' Than this of Juli, and her Romes. [ Exexnt omnes. 
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PROLOGUE 


W WO Houſholds, both alike in Dignity, 
(in fair Verona, where we {ay our Scene) 

From ancient Grudge, break to new Mutiny, 

Where Civil Blood makes Cixil Hands uncle an. 
From forth the fatal Loins of theſe two Foes, 

A pair of Star-croſs'd Lovers take their Life ; 
Whoſe miſ adventur d pitious Overthrows, 

Do, with their Death, bury their Parents Strife. 
The fearful Paſſage of their Death-marl:'d Love, 

And the Continuance of their Parents Rage, 


Which but their Childrens End nought could remove, 


Is now the two Hours Traffick of our Stage. 
The which. if you with patient Ears attend, 
i has here ſhall miſs, our Toil ſhall ſtrive to mend, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


IMON, A Nele Athenian. 

N. Two flattering Lords. 
Apemantus, à churliſb Philsſopher. 
— another Fon -< 4 Lord. 
Alcibiades, a» Athenian General. 
Flavius, Seward to Timon. | 
Flaminius, | | 
Lucilius, Fron, Servants, 
Servilius, | 
Caphis, 
Varro, 
Philo, 
Titus, 
Lacius, 


Several Servants to Uſarer;, 


Hortenſius, | 


Ventidius, one of Timon's falſe Friendi. 
Cupid and Adaiker 45 


Phrynia, J MPrefes to Alcibiades, 


Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, Feweller, Mer. 


cer and Merchant; with dit v. Servants and 
Attendants, 


SCENE Athens, and the 7Poods not fas | 


from it. 


TIMON 
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Mercer, at ſeveral Doors. 


I I know the Merchant, 
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ACT IL SCENE LK 


SCENE A Hall is Timon's Hſe, 
Exter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, azd 


i 


. ye are well. 

Poet. I have not ſeen you long, how 
goes the World ? | 

Pain. It wears, Sir, as it grows. 

Poet. Ay, that's well known. 

But what particular Rarity ? What ſo 

ſtrange, 

Which manifold record not matches: See 

Magick of Bounty, all theſe Spirits, thy Power 

Hith conjur'd to atrend, 


94 Truon of ArnkExs. 
Pain. I know them both, th' other's a Jeweler, 


Mer. O 'tis a worthy Lord. 
Few. Nay, that's moſt fuxr. 


Prevokes it ſelf. and like the current flies 
Each bound it chaſes. What have you there? 
Pain. A Picture. Sir : M hen comes your Book forth? 
Poet. Upon the Hels of my Preſen ment, Sir. 
Ler's fee your Piece. 
Pain. Tis 2 good Piece. | 
Poet. So is, this comes off wel! and excellent. 
Pain. lndifferen“. 
Poet. Admirable! How this Grace 
Speaks his own ſtaniing; what a mental Power | 
This Eye ſhoots forth? How big Imagination 
Moves in this Lip; to th' dumbueſs of the Geſture, | 
One might interpret, 
Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the Life: 
Here is a touch-----1s't good? 
Poet. | will fay ot it, 
It tutors Nature, artificial Strife 
Lives in theſe touches livel'er than Life. 
Euter certain Senators. | 
Pain. How this Lord is followed! 


Mer. A moſt incomparable Man, breath'd as it were, | 
To an untirable and continuate Goodneſs: V 
He paſſes. V 

Few. I have a Jewel here. F 

Mer. O pray let's ſee t. For the Lord Timon, Sir? I 

Few. If he will touch the Eſtimate, but for that I 

Poet. When we for recompence have prais'd the vild, k 
It ſtains the Glory in that happy Verſe, | 
Which aptly ſings the Good. 

Mer. Tis a good Form. | 

Jem. And rich; here is a Water, look ye. ' 

Pain, You are rapt, Sir, in ſome Work, ſome Dedication 
to the great Lore. | 

Peet. A thing ſiipt idly from me. | 
Our Poeſie is as a Gon, which uſes | 
From whence tis nouritht The fire i'th Flint a 
Shewe not till it be ſtruck: Our gentle Flame | 


1? 


Timon of ATHENS. 
Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy Men. 


Pain. Look, more. 


Peet. You ſee this confluence. this great Flood of Viſiters, 


1 have, in this rough Work, ſhap'd out a Man, 
Whom this beneath World doth embrace and bug 
With ampleſt Entertainment: My free dritt 
Halts not particularly, but moves it felf 
In a wide Sea ot Wax, no levell d Malice 
Infefts one Comma in the Courſe 1 hold, 
But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no Tract behind, g 

Pain. How ſhall 1 underſtand you? 

Poet. I will unbolt to you. 
You ſee how all Conditions how all Minds, 
As well of gb and flipp'ry Creatures. as 
Of grave and auſtere Quality. tencer down O 
Their Services to Lord Timor: His large Fortune, 
Upon his goed and gracicus Nature hanging, 
Subdues and property's to his Love and Tendonce 
All forts ot Hearts; yea, trom the glais-fac'd Flatterer 
To Apemantus, that tew things loves better 
Than to ab bor himſelt, even he drops down 
Tae Knee before him, and returns in peace 
Moſt rich in Timeu's Nod. 

Pain. | faw them ſpeak together. 

Poet Sir, I have upon a high and pleaſant Hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron d. Tae baſe o'th' Mount 
I rank d with all Deſerts, all kind ot Natures, 
That labour on the boſom of this Sphere, 

To propagate their States; among them all, 

Whoſe Eyes are on this Sovereign Lady fixt, 

One do 1 perſonate of Lord Timon's Frame, 

Whom Fortune with her Ivory Hand wafts to her, 
Whole preſent Grace, to preſent Slaves and Servants 
Tranſlates his Rivals. - 

Pain. Tis conceiv'd, to fc 
This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill, methinks 
With one Man beckn'd trom the reſt below, 
Bowing bis Head againſt the ſteepy Mount, 
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To climb his Happineſs, would be well expreſt 
In our Condition. 

Poet. Nay. Sir, but hear me on: 

All thoſe which were his Fellows but of late. 
Some better than his Value; on the moment 
Follow his Strides, his Lobbies fil! with tendance, 
Rain facrificial Whiſperings in his Ear, 

Make ſacred even his Stirrop, and through him 
Drink the tree Air. 

Pain. Ay marry. what of theſe? 

Poet. When Fortune in her ſhift and change of Mood 
Spurns down her late beloved; all his Dependants, 
Which labour d after him to the Mountain's Top, 

Even on their Knees and Hands, let him ſlip down, | 
Not oge accompanying his declining Foot. 
Pail. Tis common: 

A thouſand moral Paintings 1 can ſhew, 
That ſhal} demonſtrate theſe quick blows of Fortune, 
More pregrantly than Words. Yet you do well, 
To ſhew Lord Timen, that mean Eyes have ſeen 
The Foot above the Read. 

Trumpets ſound. Enter Lord Timon addreſſing himſelf 

courteouſly to every Suitor. 

| Tim. Impriſoned is he, ſay you? [To @ Meſſenger, 

| Me /. Ay, my good Lord five Talents is his Debt, 

His means moſt hort, his Creditors moſt ſtraight: 

= „ Leiter he deſires 

To thoſe have ſhut him up, which failing to him, 
| | Periods his Comfart. ” 
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Tim. Noble leid! well —— 

I am not of that Feather, to ſhake off 

My Fr.end when he moſt nerds me. I do know him 

A Gentleman that well deſerves a help, 

= Which he ſhall have. I'll pay the and free him. 

5 Meſ. Your Lordſhip ever binds him. 

= Tim. Commend me to kim, I will ſend his Ranſom, 
And being Enfranchized, bid him come to me; 
"Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 

. But to ſupport him after. Fare you well, 
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All to Honour. [E. 
* n. 
0. Ath. Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. 
Tim. Freely, Father. 
0. b. Thou a Servant nam'd Lacilizs. 
Tim. I have fo: What of him? 
0. Aub. Moſt Noble Timon, call the Man before thee. 
Tim. Attends he here or no? Lacilius. 

Enter Lucilius 

Lac. Here, at your Lordſhip's Service. 
0. Ab. This Fellow here, Lord Timon, this thy Creature 


_ —_ Houſe. Iam a Man 
Nhat rom my firſt have been inclin d to Thrift, 
And my Eſtate deſerves an Heir more rais d, 
Than one which holds a Trencher. | 
Tim, Well: What further ? 
only Daughrer have I, no Kin elſe, 
may confer what I have got: 


* 


0 


: in future all. 
Tim. This Gentleman. of mine hath ferv'd me long; 
Sn 
For tis a in . Give bim thy U : 
What you beſtow, in him I'll Counterpoiſe, 

And make him weigh with ber. 

O0. Aub. Moſt Lord, FTE 
Pawn me to this your Honour, ſhe is his. 

Tim. My Hand to thee, - 
Mine Honour on my Promiſe. | 

Tur. Humbly 1 thank your Lordſhip: never may 
That Stare or Fortune tall into my keeping, 


Which is not owed to you. [Exit 


Poet. Vouchſafe my Labour, 
And long live your Lordſhip. 

Tim. 1 thank you, you ſhall hear from me anon: 
Go not away. What have you there, my Friend ? 

Pain. A piece of Painting, which I do beſcech 
Your ſhip to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The Painting is almoſt the natural Map : 
For fince Diſhonour trafficks with Man's Nature, 
He is but Out-fide : The Penſil d Figures are 
Even ſuch as they give out. I like your work, 
And you ſhall find I like it: Wait Attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 

Pain. The Gods preſerve ye. 

Tim. Well fare you Gentleman; Give me your Hand, 
We muſt needs dine together: Sir, your Jewel 
Hath ſuffered under Praiſe. 

ew. What my Lord? diſpraiſe? 

Tim. A meer ſatiety of Commendations, 
If 1 ſhould Pay you for't as tis extoll d, 
It would unclew me quite. 

Few. My Lord, cis rated 
As thoſe which ſell would give: But you well know, 
Things of like value difleriag in the Owners, 
Are priz'd ſo by their Maſters. Believe'r, dear Lord, 
You mend the Jewel by the wearing it, 

Jian, Well mock d. | 


os Timon of ATHRNS. Y 
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Apem. Till I be gentle, ſtay thou for thy morre vv. 

When thou art Iimon s Dog, and theſe Knaves honeſt. 

8 doſt thou call them Knaves, thou know'ſt 
em not ? 


þ | 
Apem. Thou know'f 1 do, I call'd thee by thy Name. 
Tow. Thou art proud, Apemantzs. 

Atem. Ot nothing fo much, as that I am not like Timon. 
Tims. Whither art going? 

Apem. To knock out an honeſt £:henian's Brains. 


Ajem. The beſt, for the Innocence. | 
Ta, Wrought he not well that Painted it 
= He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 

Pam. Lire a Dog. 


Aen. „ he is worthy 
thy Labour. He that loves to be' flattered is worthy od 


Apem. That I had no angry Wit to be a Lord. 
Art thou not a Merchant? 


Mer. Ay, . | 

Mer. _ — the I it. thee 

Apem. Traffick's thy God, and thy God confound 

Trumpet ſounds. Enter a Meſſenger. 

Tin. What Trumpet's that? 

Mef. 'Tis Alcibiades, and ſome twenty Horſe, 
Ali of Compamionſhip. & 

Tim. Pray entertain them, give them guide to us; 
You muſt needs dine with me: Go not you hence 
Till 1 have thank: you; and when dinner's done 


Shew me ths piece. I am Joyful of your fights T 
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1 Timor F Arutus. 
Lacull. Long may he live in Fortunes: Shall we in? 


Hautboy: Playing, Loud Muſick. & great — 4 
Lucius, Lucu 2 — 
nius and other Athenian Senators, with Ventidius. Then 
dropping after all, Ayemantus diftontentedly like 


ven. Moſt honoured Timon, 
It hath pleas d the Gods to remember my Father's Age, 
And call him to long Prace: | 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich. 
Then as in grateful Virtue I am bound | 
To your free Heart, i do return thoſe Talents, - 
Noubled with Thanks and Service; from whoſe help 
I deriv'd Liberty. 
Tim. O by vo means, 
Honeſt Ventidins: You miftake my Love, 
] gave it freely ever, and there's none 
Can truly fay he gives, if he receives: 
If cur Betters play at that Game, we muſt not dare 


Ven. A Noble Spirit. "A. 1460 
Tim. Nay, m Cer was but devis'd at 
Ts ne GED Gs Det, A 
Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ere tis ſhown: | 
But where there is true Friendſhip there rizeds none. 
Pray, fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 
Than my Fortunes to me. [They j;4 down, 
Luc. My Lord, we always have confeſt it. 
„ ook eh 
Tim. O Apemantus. you are . 
Adem No: You ſhall not make me welcome. 
come to have thee thruſt me out of Doors. 
Tim. Fie, th'art a Churle; ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a Man, tis much to : 
They fay, my Lords, Irs furor brevis off, 
But yond Man is ever Angry. 
Go, let him have a Table by himſelf: 
For he does neither aſſect Y» 


I'll keep you Company. (n. 
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fore welcome 112 1 prethee 
let my Meat make thee filent. 

Apems. I feorn thy Meat, twould choak me: For I ſhould 
ne'er flatter thee, O you Gods! What a number of Men 
cat Timon, and he fees em not? It me to fee fo 


— 4 — Meat in one Man's Blood, and all the mad- 
cheers them up too. 


Methinks they ſhould invite them without Knivee, 
Good for their Meat. and fafer for their Lives. 

There's much Example for*c, the Fellow that fits next him 
now, parts Bread with him, pledges the Breath of him 
ins divided Draught, is the readieſt Man to kill bim. 
'T has been proved. e 1 ſhould fear 


Leaſt they ſhould ſp Wind- pipes dangerous Notes: 
ran mae J with bane harneſs on their Throats. 
Tim, My Lord in Heart; and let the Health go round. 
| Let it flo this way, my good 1.,o:d. 


Flow this way! -A A. Fellow! he keeps 
choſe Healchewll make thee and ay State 


is too weak to be a Sinner, 
Warer, which ne'er left Man i th Mire: 
This and my Food are equal, there's no odds; 
Feaſts are too Proud to give Thanks to the Gods. 


Apemantus's Grace. 
Immortal Gods I crave no Pelf; 
* 
Grant never 
To ruff Man on T. 
Or 4 Harlot for ber 


S Deg that ſrrwe # Sleeping, 
Or a Keeper with 
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my Lord. More jewel yet? 

* him in's humour, 

| ſhould tell im —— well —— i' faith I ſhould, 
my pent, he'd be croſs'd then, and He could: 
Bounty has not Eyes behind. 

4 might ve'er be cererched for his Mind. 

Lac. Where be our Men? . 
Ser. Here, my Lord, in readineſs. 
_ 

Tim. O as 2 _— 
' T have one to ſay to you: Look you, my 
 Imuſten wt you, endl bes much, 

As to advance this Jevedl, accept, and wear it, 


ny my LO, — 

All. So are we all. "Tit. Luciul lente 
Enter 4 Servant. 

Lord, there are certain Nob{es of the Senate 

and come to viſit you. wh 
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all been touch'd, and all are found baſe Metal. 
all deny'd him. 
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Has Venti 
And does he ſend to me? Three! Hum 

It ſhews but little Love or Judgment in him. 

Muſt I be his laſt Refuge ? His Friends, like Phyſicians, 
That thriv'd, give him over. Muſt I take th* Cure upon me? 
Has much diigrac'd me in't; I'm angry at him, 

That might bave known my Place, I fee no ſenſe far'r, 
But his Occaſions might have woed me firſt - 

For, in my Conſcience, 1 was the ficſt Man 

That e er received Gitt from him. 

And does he think ſo backwardly of me now, 

That VI] requite it laſt? No: | 

de it may prove an Argument of Laughter 

To thireſt, and mongſt Lords I be thought a Fool 

I'd rather than the worth of thrice the Sum, 

Wad ſent to me firſt, but for my Mind's ſake: 

I'd ſuch a cn to do him god. But now return, 
And with their faint Reply this Anſwer join; 

Who bates mine Honour, ſhall not know my Coin. [Exit. 


Vor. VI. F Ser. 
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SCENE I. Timon's Hal. 


of Timon's Creditors, who wait for his coming out. 


Var. Well met, good Morrow, Titus and Hortenſins, 
Tit. The hike to you, kind Varro. 
Hor. Lucius, what do we meet together? 
Luc. Ay, and | tt ink one Buſineſs does command us all, 
For mine is Mony. 
Tit. So is theirs and ours. 
Enter Philo. 
Luc. And Sir Philo's too. 
Phi. Good Day at once. 
Luc. Welcome, good Brother. 
What do you think the Hour? 
Phi. Labouring for nine. 
Luc. So much? 
Phi. Is not my Lord ſeen yet? 
Luc. Not yet. 
Phi. I wonder on't, he was wont to ſhine at ſeven; 
Luc. Ay, but the Days are wax'd ſhorter with him: 
You muſt conſider that a prodigal courſe 


—_ 


Enter Varro, Titus, Hortenſius, Lucius, and other Servants | 


Is hke the Sun's, but not like his recoverable, 1 fear: 
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Hor. I am Ws Chaney. the Gods can witneſs: 
h t of Timon's Wealth, 


Uu. Five thouſand, mine. 
| Var. 'Tis much deep, and it ſhould ſeem by th'Sum,! 
Your Maſter's Confidence was above mine, 
Elſe furely his had equall'd. 
Enter Flaminius. 
Tit. One of Lord Timow's Men. 
Luc. Flaminivs ! Sir, a Word: Pray is my Lord ready 
o come forth? + | 
_ No, indeed he is not. 
1. We attend his Lordſhip; pray fgnifie ſo much. 
Flam. I need not tell him that, he knows you are tos 
Enter Flavius in a Cloak 
Luc. Ha! is not that his Steward mutfled fo? 
He goes away in a Cloud: Call him, call him. 
9 pen 0k dir — 
ar. By your legve, Sir. 
Hav. What do you ask of me, my Friend? 
22 wait for certain Mony here, Sir. 
If Mony were as certaia waiting, 
Twere ſure 4 8 W 


n | 
down th Iutereſt into their glutt nous Maws, 
wrong to ſtir me up, | 
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wer. 

- Serv. If 1 might beſeech you, Gentlemen, to repair ſome | 
\ | other hour, 1 derive much from't. For take't of my | 
Soul, 8 
| _ Serv. L 

Ar. We cannot take this for an Anſwer. r 
| ; Flam. [within.) Servilius, help —— my Lord! my Lord. 
|  _ Enzer Timon is &4 rage. q 
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And ours, my Lord. 
And our Bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with em cleave me to the 
Girdle. 

Tim. Cut out my Heart in Sums. 

Tir. Mine, fifty Talents. 

Tim. Tell out my Blood. 
Lac. Five thouſand Crowns, my Lord. 

Im Five thouſand drops pays that. 
What yours? and yours ? 

Var. My Lord 

Cap. My Lord —— 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the Gods fall upon yon. 

| 12 _ »*3 
Hor. Faith, I perceive our Maſters may throw thei 
at their Mony, theſe Debts may well be call'd —— 
ones, for a mad Man owes em. [ Exemnt. 
Enter Timon and Flavius, 

Tim. They have een put my Breath from me, the Slaves. 
Devils. 
Flav. My dear Lord. 
Tim. What if it ſhould be fo —— 
Flav. My dear Lord. 
Tim, I'll it fo—— My Steward! 
Flav. Here, my Lord. 


uns Tien of Arne ns. 
SCENE Il. The ci. 


Enter three Senators at one Door, Alcibiades meeting bn 
| with Attendants. 
1 Sen. My Lord, you have my Voice to't, the Fault's bloody 
n be would die: | 
Nothing em s Sin fo much as Mercy. 
2 Sen. Moſt true; the Law ſhall bruiſe em. 
Alc. Honour, Health and Compaſſion to the Senate, | 
1 Sen. Now, Captain. 
Alc. I am an humble Suitor to your Virtues, 
For Pity is the Virtue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants uſe it cruelly. | 
It pleaſes Time and — 2 -»; 
Upon a Friend of mine, who in hot Blood 
Hath ſtept into the Law, which is paſt depth 
To thoſe that, without heed, do plunge into't. | 
He is a Man, ſetting his Fate afide, of comely Virtues, | 
And Honour in him, which buys out his Fault; 
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But with a noble Fury, and fair $ 
Secing his Reputation touch'd to Death, 
He did 8 Foe; 
And with ſuch ſober and unnoted Paſſion 
: He did * 
As if he 


Þ 


2 
115 


8 


re 
+ 


Timon F ATHENS. 


45; 


That 
And 


- 


i 
F 


2 
87 
1 

; 


FLELE 


4 


And flain in Fight many of your Enemigs ; 
How tull of Valour did he bear himfelf 


In the laſt Conflict, and made plenteous Wounds ? 
 _ 2 Sew. He has made too much plenty with em, 

He's a ſworn Rioter; he has a Sin 
That often drowns him, and takes his Valour Priſoger. 


If there were no Faes, that were 
To overcome him. la that beaftly Fury 
He has been known to commit Ou 


And cheriſh Factions. Tis inferr d to us, 


F 4 
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agg 
1 Sen 
Alc. Hard Fate! he might have dy d in War. 
My Lords, if not for any Parts in hum, 
Though hs rig ght Arm might parchaſe his own time, 
in debt to none; more to move you, 
Take my Deſerts to his, and join em both. 
And for t know, your Reverend Ages love Security, 
In pawn my Vidories, all my Honours to you, 
Upon his good returns. 
If by this Crime he owes the Law his Life, 
Why let the War receive it in valiant Gore; 
For Law is ſtrict, and War is nothing more. 
1 Sen. We are for Law, -— Lo by it no more, 


— t of our Di : Firend, Ts rater, 
r= raiding. rp that ſpills another. 


—_ Muſt it be fo? It muſt not be: 
My Lords, I do beſeech you know me. 
2 Sen. How? 

Ac. Call me to your Remembrances. 
3 Sen. What! — 
Alc. I cannot think but your Age bath forgot me, 
It could nor elſe be, I ſhould prove ſo baſe, 
To ſue, and be deny'd ſuch common Grace. 
My Wounds ake at you. 
1 Sen. Do you dare our Anger? 
"Tis in few Words, but ſpacious in effect. 
11 
Baniſh me! baniſh Dotage, baniſh Uſury, 
That wakes the Senate ugly. 


1 Sen. If after two Days ſhine, Athens contains thee, 
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Senate 
Wounds? Ha! Baniſhment! 


Pours into 


It comes not ill: 114 

It is a Cauſe worthy for Spleen and Fury. 

That I may firike at Athen.. Fl cheer 
My diſcontented Tr Jurdpn{ pt 1m eo 
Honour with m Lands to be at odds, 


SCENE W. Timon's Houſe. 


Enter divers Senators at ſeveral Doors. 


1 Sm. The good time of the Day to you, Sir. 

2 Sen. I alſo wiſh it to you: | think hink this honourable 
Lord did but try ws this Day. * 

1 Sen. Upon were m Thoughts 
encountred. 1-54-45 71, -33- 
made it ſeem in the tryal of his ſeveral Friends. 


It ſhould not be, by the perſwaſion of his new 


2 Sen. In like manner was 1 in Debt to importu- 
nate buſineſs; but he would not hear my Excuſe. I am 
ſorry, when he ſent to borrow of me, that my Proviſion 
was Out. 

r 


2 Sen. Every Man here's o. What would he have bor- 
rowed of you ? 


2 Sen. A thouſand Pieces! 
1 Sen. What of you? 
3 Sen. He fent to me, Sir—— here he comes. 


Fs Enter 


* i 


tho Triton of Arwens: 

Enter Timon aud Attendants, 

RE. With all my Heart, Gentlemen both —and boy 

4 x Ever at the beſl, hearing well of your 
—— —_— Summer more 

Than we your Lord 
Tim. Nor more 


pence this long ſtay: Feaſt Ears with the Muſick 8 
while ; if they will fare ſo harſhly as o Trumpet 
found: We fhall to't preſently. 

1 Sen. 1 hope it remains nor unkindly with your Lord 
ſhip, that I return'd you an empty Meſſenger. 


Tim. O Sir, let it not you. 
2 Sen. My noble Lord. 
* 


that when — — rother Day ſcat to me, I was ſe 


Unfortunate a 


Tims. Think not on t, Sir. 
2 Sen. If you had ſent but two Hours before 
_ Ties. Let it not cumber your better Remembrance, 

Come, bring iu all together. 
2 Sen. All — __ Diſhes! 
— ear, I Warrant you. 

i — ro and the Seaſon can yieldit, 
; — How do you? What's "the News? 

3 Sen. Airibiades is banicht: Hear you of it? 

Both. Alcibiades baniſh'd'! 

3 Sew. Tis fo, be Gare of it. 

1 Seu, How? How? 

2 Sas, I pray you upon what? 

Tim. My worthy Friends, will you draw near? 

3 Sen. FU tell you more anon. Here's a noble Fc all rd. 

2 Sen. This is the old Man Qull. 

3 S Wilt bold? Will't hold? 

2 Sen, It does, but time will, and — — 

3 Sen. Ido conceive. 


8 leaves Winter, ſuch Summer. 
Birds are Men. Sn our Dinner will not recom. | 


Banquet brought u. 
— Lord. I'm wow ery we 
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Tou Knot ot Mouth-Friends : Smoke, and lukewarm Water 
Is your Perfection. This is Timen's laft, 
ſtuck and ſpangled with Elatteries, 
Waſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your Faces 
Your reaking Villany. Live loath'd, and long, 
Molt ſmiling, ſmooth, detefted Parafites, 
Courteous Deftroyers, affable Wolves, meek Bears, 
You Fools of Fortune, Trencher-Friends, Time-flies, 
and Knee Slaves, Vapors, and Ninute Jacks 
Man and Beaſt, the infinite Malady 

Cruſt you quite oer. What, doft thou go? 
Soft, take thy Phyſick firſt----thou too----and thay —— 

ng the Diſhes at them and drives em guts 
Stay, I will lend thee Mony, borruw none. | 
What! what, all in Motion ? Henceforth be no Feaſt, 
Whereat a Villain's not a welcome Gueſt, 
urn Houſe, fink A bens, henceforth hated be 
Of Ten, Man, and all Humanity. Fair. 
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Enter the Senators. 
re Fury 
+ 2 Sen. Know Qualit y Timen's ? 
&1 you the my Cap? 
ve loſt my Gown. 
He's but a mad Lord, and nought but Humour 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE Without the Walls of Athens, 
Enetr Timon. 
_ 


ET me look back thee. O thou Wall, 

That girdleſt in thoſe Wolves, dive in the Earth, 
And fence not Athens. Matrons, turn incontinent; 
Obedience fail in Children; Slaves and Fools 
"Pluck the wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
And miniſter in their ſteads to general Filths. 
Convert oth' inſtant green Virginity, 
Do't in Parents Eyes. Bankrupts, hold faſt, 
Rather chan render back ; out with your Knives, 
And cut your Truſters Throats. Bound Servants, ſteal; 
handed Robbers your grave Maſters are, 
And Pill by Law. Maid, to thy Maſter's Bed; 
Thy Miſtreſs is o'th' Brothel. Son of fixteen, 
- Pluck the lin d Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 
With it beat out his brains, Piety and Fear, 

Religiog 
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SCENE Uu. Timon's Hon. 


Enter Flavius with two or three Servants. - 

1 Ser. Hear you, Maſter Steward, where's our Maſter ? 
Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining ? 

Flav. Alack, my Fellows, what Bands 1 by to you? 
Let me be recorded by the Righteous Gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

1 Ser. Such a Houſe broke! 
So Noble a Maſter faln! all gone and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the Arm, 


Ind go along with him? 
90 | 


2 Ser. 


thrown into 


his Grave, 
Fortunes 


From our Companion, 


his buried 
| Vows with bim 


So his Familiars to 
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Nay put out all 


Thus part 


Let each take ſome; 
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them Mony, they 
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Glory brings us 


Who would not wiſh to be from Wealth exe 
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SCENE li. The Woods. 


Enter Timon. FTIR | 
Tim. O bleſſed breeding Sun, draw from the Earth 
Rotten Humidity : Below thy Siſter's Orb 
InfeRt the Air. Twin'd Brothers of one Womb, 
Whoſe Procreation, Refidence, and Birth, 
| Scarce is dividant, touch them with ſeveral Fortunes, 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer. Not Nature, 
To whom all Sores lay Siege, can bear great Fortuge 
But by contempt of Nature. 1 
| Raiſe me this , and deny't that Lord, 
The Senator ſhall Contempt Hereditary, 
The Beggar native Honour: 
t is the Paſture lards the Beggar's ſides, 
The want that makes him lean, Who dares? who-dares, 
» In pariry of Manhood, fiend upright, 
And fay, this Marr's a Flatterer? IH one 
So are they all, for every grize of Fortune 
| Is ſmooth'd by that below. The learned Pate 


Ducks to the Golden Fool. Al's Oblaquy : 
| There's nothing level in our curſed Natures 
But dirc& Villany. Therefore be abhorr d. 
All Feaſts, Societies, and Throngs of Men. 
His ſemblable, yea himſelf Timer difdains, | 
DeftruRtion phang Mankind, Earth yield me Roots, 
{ Digging the LE 


Who ſecks for better of thee, fawece his Pallace 
With thy moſt operant Poiſon. What is here? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 

No Gods, I am no idle Votariſt, 

Mats you clear Heay'ns. Thus much of this will make 
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Whitez Foul, Fair; Wrong, Right; 
Old, Young; Coward, Valiant. 
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ing me again the Eyes of Man. 
. Was is the Name? is Man fo hateful to thee, 
ſelf a Man? 


might love thee ſomething. 
. I know thee well: | 
Fortunes am unlearn'd and firange. 

N | knaw thee too, and more than that I know thee 
=" IJ not defire to know. Follow thy Drum, 

= | Blood paint the Ground, Gules, Gules, 


i i Gods? why, this 
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knew but better, is ſome burthen. 
Thy Nature did commeace in Sufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard int. Wh 
They never flatter'd thee. 
If theu wilt Curſe 


Storm thar blows. 
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That 


y ſhouldſt thou hate Men? 


What haſt 


thy 


Prodigal. 
am one now. 
the Wealt | 
hee lea 


proud yet ? 
that I am nor thee. 
that 1 was no 


Tam. I, that I 


Were 


Thou hadſt been a Knave and Flatterer. 
Adem. Art thou 
Tim. A 
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5 . 

Tim. Would Poiſon were obedient, and knew my Mind. 
Where wouldſt thcu ſend it? 

Tm. To fawce thy Diſhes. ' 


Ajem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft. but 
the extremity of both Ends. When thou waſt in thy Gilt, 
and thy Perfume, they mockt thee, for roo much curio- 
ity; in thy Rags thou knoweſt none, but art deſpis'd for 
the contrary. There's a Medler for rhee, eat it. 

Tim. On what 1 hate, I feed not. 

Adem. Doſk hate a Medler ? 

Tum. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Adem. And th'hadſt hated Medlers ſooner, thou ſhouldft 
have loved thy felf better now. What Man did'ſt thou ever 
know unthritt, that was beloved after his Means ? 


Tim. Who without thoſe Means thou talk t of, didft 
thou ever know beloved ? 


Apem. My elf. 
Tim. I underſtand thee, thou hadſt ſome Means to keep 


Hem. What things in the World canſt thou neareſt 

compare to thy Flatterers ? 

Tim Women neareſt; but Men, Men are the things 
ves. What wouldſt thou do with the World, Ape- 
if it lay in thy Power? Apem. 
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ight upon thee; 
Are 


I will fear to catch it, 
When 1 know not what 


elle to do, 


it here. 
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t Band. Is not this he? 

All. Where? | 

2 Band. Tis his ipti 9 .3 

3 Band. He; 1 know hi 

All. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now Thieves. 

All. Soldiers; not Thieves. 

Tim. Both too, and Womens Sons. J 

All. We are not Thieves, but Men 
That much do want. | 

Tim. Your greateſt want is, you want much of Meat, . 11 
Why ſhould you want ? Behold, the Earth hath Roots 
Within this Mlile break forth an hundred Springs; 
The Oaks bear Maſts, the Briers Scarlet Hips. 
The bounteous Huſwife Nature, on each Buſh, 
Lays her full Mefs before you. Want? why waat? 

| I 
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2 
[ Exit. 


give 


leſs, for this l 
d me from my Profcilion, 


'Tis in the malice of Mankind, that he thus ad- 


Steal not 


— 7 


Myſtery. 


y. 


In believe him as an Enem 


Pry 


Let us firſt ſee Peace in Athens, there is no time 


v miſerable but a Man may be true. 


over my Trade. 


+ Iviles us, not to have us thrive in our 


Ext Thieves 
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ACT V. SCENE L 


SCENE the Weeds and Timon's Cove; 
Enter Flavius to Timon. 


Flav Gods! 
— and ruinous Man my Loni 
Fu!l of decay and failing? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good Deeds, evilly beſtow'd ! 
What an alteration of honour has deſp'rate want made? 
What vilder thing upon the Earth, than Friends, 
Who can bring adbleſt Minds to baſeſt Ends? 
How rarely does it meet with this times guiſe, 
When Man was wiſht to love his Enemies: 
Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 
Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that do. 


Mas caught me in his Eye, I will t my honeſt Cui 
Unto him; and, as my Lord, till him with my Li 
My deareſt Maſter. 


Tun Away: What art thou? 
Flav. Have you forgot me, Sir? 
Tim. Why doſt ask that? I have forgot all Men. 
Then if thou grun'ſt th art a Man, 
have forgot thee. 
Flav. An honeſt poor Servant of yours. 
Tim, Then 1 know thee not: 
Inc'cr had honeſt Man about me, I, all 
kept were Knaves, to ſerve in Meat to Villains. 
Flay. The Gods are witneſs, 
Never did poor Steward wear a truer Grief 
For his undone Lord, than mine Eyes for you. 


Tim. — doſt thou weep? Come nearer, then | lot 


Recauſe thou art a Woman, and diſclaimꝰſt 
_ Mankind; whoſe Eyes do never give, 
Bur 


rough Luſt and Laughter. Pity's ing ; 
Strange times that weer with laughing, — 
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Charity to none, 


ing. be Men like blaſted W 
ir falſe Bloods, 


Alcibiades s it: Pia 
Had Gold of him, he likewiſe enrich d 
Poor ing Soldiers, with great quantity. 
— — Comes 
A mighty Sum, 

Poes. Then this breaking of his, 
Has been but a try for his Friends? 

Pain. Nothing elſe : 


It will ſhew y in us, 
And is very likely to load our 
With what they travel for, 


But my Viſitation: will promiſe him 


HM W414» werw .ct 
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Poet, I muſt ſerve him fo too; ü 
Tell him of an intent that's coming toward him 
Pain. Good as the beſt, 
Aug is the very Air of th' Time; 


It Eyes of Expectation. 
—— © crane the dilir for his a, 


And but in the plainer and fimpler kind of People, 
The deed of Saying is quite out of uſe. 
a Faſhionable ; 

is a kind of Will or Teſtament, 


Enter Timon from his Cave. 
Tim. Excellent Workman, 
Thou canſt not paint a Man ſo bad 
As is thy ſelf 


It muſt be a perſonating of himſelf; 
A Satyr againſt the ſoftneſs of Proſperity, 
Wich a Diſcovery of the infinite Flatteries 
That follow Youth and Opulency. 

Tim, Muſt thou needs 


Pret. Nay let's ſeek him. 
Then do we Sin againſt our own Eftate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 


True: 
Day ſerves before black corner d Night; 
thou want ſt, by free and offer d light. 


piffy 
2 I7 


I meet at the turn: 
a God's Gold, that he is worſhipt 
Temple, than where Swine feed ? 

rigg ſt the Bark, and plow'ſt the Fome, 
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"Tis fit I meet them. 

Poet. K- Timon. 

Pain. Our Maſter. 

Tim hee 3 cnc Bol i fhe wron hana hs 

Poes. Sir, having often of your unty taſted, 
Hearing you were retir'd, your Friends faln off, 
Whoſe ankle Natures, Oh abhorred Spirits / 
Not all the Whips of Heay'a are large enough —— I 
What! to you! l 

/ 


Whoſe Star-like Nobleneſs gave Life and Influence 
To their whole Being! 1 am rapt, and cannot cover 
The monſtrous bulk of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of Words. 

Tim. it 
Naked Men may ſee't the better 
You that are honeſt, by being what you are, 
Make them beſt ſeen and known, 

Pain. He, and my felf, | 


Have travell'd in the great Shower of your Gifts, 
And ſweetly felt it. 


„ 


ne 


e 


Thou counterfeit ſt moſt lively. 

Pain. So, fo, my Lord. 

Tim, Een fo, Sir as I ay. And 28 
Why thy Verſe ſwells with ſtuff ſo ſine 
That thou art even Natural in thine Art: 
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for alt this, my honeſt-natur'd Friends, 
muſt needs fay you have a little Fault, 
not monſtrous in you, neither wiſh [ 


„and you hear him cogg, fee him diſſemble, 
patchery, love him, feed him, 


ies; 
them, drown them in the 


, my Lord, let's know them. 
| that way, and you this; 
I two in Company : 
Ech Man apart, all fingle and alone, 
let an arch Villain keeps him Company 
M where thou art, two Villains ſhall not be, 
Come not near him. If thou would'ſt not reſide 
but where one Villain is, then him abandon. 
Hence, pack, there's Gold, ye came for Gold, ye Slaves; 
len have work for me; there's Payment, thence, 
onda 

Raſcal . [ Beating and driving em ous. 
"9 Euter Flavius and two Senators. 

. It is in vain that you would ſpeak with Timer: 
rhe is ſet only to himſelf, TE | 
G 1 Tha: 
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154 Timon F Aran 
That nothing but himſelf, which looks like Man. 
Is friendly with h m. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his 
It is our 
To ſpeak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 
Men are not ſtill the fame; 'twas Time and Griefs 
That fram'd him thus. Time with bis fairer Hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former Days, 

The former Man may make him; bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 
Hav. Here is his Cave: 
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Live with Authority: fo ſoon we 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild, 
Who like a Boar too favage, doth root up 
| His Country's Peace. 

2 Sev. And ſhakes his threatning Sword 
Againſt the Walls of Athens. 


Tim. Well Sir, I will; therefore I will Sir, thus 
„ I 
Let Mlcibiades know this of Timon, 
hy Ban axons ue. But if he ſack fair Athens, 
our y Men by th' Beards, 
Giving our H Tus ws the fin 
Of contumelious, beaſtly mad-brain'd War; 
Then let him know, and tell him Timon ſpeaks it, 
lu pity of our Aged, and our Youth, 
| cannot chuſe but tell him that I care not, 
And let him take*t at worſt; for their Knives care not 
Vhile you have Throats to anſwer. For my ſelf, 
. There's not a Whittle in th unruly Camp, 
but 1 do prize it at my Love, before 
To reverend't Throat in Athens. 80 I leave you 


To the Protecti f the 
AY r _ proſperous Gods, 


5 
7 
g 
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Tim. Com me to them, | 
And tell them, that to eaſe them of their Griefs, 
Their fears of Hoſtile Strokes, their Aches, Loſſes, 
Their pangs of Love, with other incident throws 
That Nature's fragile Veſſel doth ſuſtain b 
In Life's uncertain Voyage, I will ſome kindneſs do them. 
III teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades Wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 

Tim. I have a Tree which grows here in my Cloſe, 
That mine own uſe invites me to cut down. 


— EOT — — 
himſelf. I pray you do my greeting. 
Flay. Trouble him fo further, thus you fill ſhall 
Find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his Everlaſting Mantion 
Upon the beached Verge of the ſalt Flood, 
Which once a Day with his emboſſed Froth 
The turbulent Surge ſhall cover; thither come, 


! 
| 
| 
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Timon of Arnens. 157 


[Exit Timon: 
1 Sew. His Diſcontents are unremoveably coupled 


2 Sen, Our hope in him is dead; let us return, 
And ſtrain what other means is left unto us 
In our dead peri). 
1 Sen. It requires ſwift foot. Exeumt. 
Enter to other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 
o | . 1 Sen. Thou haſt painfully diſcover d; are his Files 
IE full as they report? 

41 
Befides, bis Expedition promiſes preſent approach. 

2 Sen. We ſtand much hazard, if they bring not Timon. 

Meſ. I met a Courier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in general part we were oppos'd, 

Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us ſpeak like Friends. This Man was riding 
1 From Alcibiades to Timon's Cave, 
With Letters of Intreaty, which 1 
His Fellowſhip i'th' cauſe againſt your City, 
ln part for his ſake mov'd. 

Enter the other Senators. 

1 Sen. Here come our Brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him 
The Enemies Drum is heard, and fearful ſcouring 
Doth choak the Air with Duſt: In, and prepare, 
Qurs is the Fall, I fear, our Foes the Snare. [ Exenns. 
| Enter a Soldier in the Woods, ſeeking Timon. 

Sol. By all Deſcription this ſhould be the Place. 

Who's here? Speak No anſwer ?-- What is this? 

Timsn.is dead, who hath out · ſtretcht his Span, 

Some Beaſt read this; there does not live a Man. 

Dead fare, and this his Grave; what's on this Tomb? 

I cannot read; the Character I'll take with Wax; 


Our Captain hach ia every Figure skill, 
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But kill nor all together. 

2 Sem. What thou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy Smile, 
Than hew to't with thy Sword. 

1 Sen, Set but thy Foot 
Againſt our rampir'd Gates, and they ſhall ope: 
$ thou wilt ſend thy gentle Heart before, 
To ſay thou' lt enter f:iendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy Glove, 
Or any token of thine Honour elſe, 
That thou wilt uſe the Wars as thy Redreſs, 
And not as our Confuſion: All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Town, *:ill we 
Have feal'd thy full defire. 
iT uu there's my Glove, 

cend, and open Ports, 

Thoſe Enemies of | a he own, 
. your ſelves ſhall ſet out for Reproo“ 
Fall, no more; and to attone your Fears 
Vith my more noble Meaning, not a Man 


Shall paſs bis quarter, or offend the Stream 
Of regular Juſtice in your City's bounds, 


But Mall be remedied b publick Laws 
At heavieſt anſwer. 3 


x60 — 
* Trmon of Ar > 
Buch. "Tis moſt nobly fpoken. * 
Deſcend, and keep your Words. 
Enter a Meſſenger 


Meſ. 
My noble General, Times dead, 
Fntomb'd upon very den dd Sea, 


—_— - Impreſſion 
— my poor Ignorance. * 


and curſe 1 . 2 7 
——— 
Gate. 


Theſe 
. 
— i fa — LI. our 3. which 
5 — _ Neptune weep 
4 ſor 2 
Her Timon, of whole Memory q 
_—_— | 
— re with my Sword 
Prefcribe to other, ace; make Peace fit War, make 
other's Leach. 90 


Let our Drums ſtrike. 
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ACTI. SCENE I 
. SCENE Rome. | 
Flavius, Murellus, awd certain Commoner, 
over the Stage j 
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ENCE; Home ; 
you idle Creatures, | 
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W 1s this a Holy-day? Whar know younot, 
o | 
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Bra. No, 


Nut by Reflection, by ſome other things. 
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But let not therefore m 
Caſ. 


Nor conſtrue 
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Junius CAsAR. 


Bru. Another general — 
— — — 
ri ſome new Honours 
Caſ. Why Man, he doch e 

RD LY 
an der bis bug Legs, 
To find our ſelves 
To lures GihonourableGrares, 
The Fault, dear Braus, is not in our Stars, 
But in our ſelves, that we are Underlings. 
um and Ceſar. What ſhould be in that Ceſar ? 
Why ſhould that Name be founded more than yours? 
Write them together; yours is as fair a Name; 
Sound them, it doth become the Mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; Conjure with em, 
Iratus will ſtart a Spirit as ſoon as Ceſar. 
Now in the Names of all the Gods at once, 
— Meat doth this our Cæſar feed, 
he is grown fo great? Age, thou art ſhan”d, 
ume, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble Bloods. 
When went there by an Age, ſince the great Flood, 
But it was fam' d with more than with one Man? 
When could they fay, till now, that talk d of Rome, 
That her wide Walls incompaſt but one Man ? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Room 
ben there is in it but one only Mau. 
0! you and I have heard our Fathers 
There was 2 Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
Th eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome, 
; —, <> nothing 
you me, I am jealous, 
Vhat you would work me to, I have ſome aim; 
How I have thuught of this, and of theſe times 
| ſhall recount hereafter: For this , 
told not fo (with Love 1 might intreat 
— What you have ſaid, 
hat you have to ſay, 
Iwill with Patience hear, and find a time 
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himſelf a Son 


now the Man I ſhould a 
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[ Exexnt Caſar and bis Train. 
„ would you ſpeak 


with 
Ay Casta, tell us what hath chanc'd to Day, 

That Ceſar looks fo fad. 

Cut. Why you were with him, were you not? 

Bra. 1 not then ask Casta what chanc d. 
uk. Why, there was a Crown offer'd him ; and being 
offer'd him, ALI» the back of his Hand, thus, 

a 


| and then the P 


Bru What was the ſecond Noite for ? 
Cat. Why, for that too. 

Caf. They ſhouted thrice: what was the laſt Cry for? 
c Why, for that too. 

* Crown offer d him thrice? | 
y marry was't, and he put it by thrice, every 
— — than other ; and at every putting by, mine 


Tell us the manner of it, 


Caſ. 
Cark, Why, 4 
Bru, 
Call 


x 


f. 
1 


1 
11 


„ Jurivs Cavan. 


I durſt not for fear of 
part, the bad Ao. opening my Lips, and 


Caſ. I pray you; what, did Caſar ſwoon? 
Cas. He . rag Market-place, and foam d 
at Mouth, and was ſpeechleſs. 

Bra. Tis very like, be hath the Falling- Sickneſs. 
Caf. No, Caſar hath it not; but you and l. 
And honeſt Casa; we have the — Sickneſs. 

Cask. I know not what you oy that; fre Lew 
ſure Caſar fell down ; 1711 People did not ch 
him, and hiſs him, gags he e biens d, and diſpleu d 
them, as they uſe to do the Players in the Theatre, I an 
no true Man. 

Bru. What faid he, when he came unto himſelf? 


Cask. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiy'd 
the common Herd was glad he refus'd the Crown, he 
pluckt me ope his Doublet, aud offe. d them * 


any thing amiſs, deſn'd their Worſhips to think it 
was his Inficmity. Three or four Wenches where | 
ſtood, cryed, Alas, good Soul——and forgave him with 
all their Hearts: But there's no heed to be taken of them; 
if Ceſar had ftabb'd their Mothers, they would have done 


Nay, and I tell you that, II ne'er look you ith 
again. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmil'd at one 


Face 
another, and ſhook their Heads; but for mine own put 
it was Greek to ns ig: ou more News too 
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). if I be alive, and your Mind bold, and your 
h the eating. 
Good, I will expect 
N Farewel bot [Exie. 
| What a blunt Fellow is this grown to be ? 
quick Mettle, when he went to School. 
ho op am 

or noble Enterprize. 
However he puts on this tardy Form : 
is a Sawce to his good Wit, 


reel 


© 
4 
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Caf. 1 will do ſo: till then, think of the World. 


$74 Jenes Casa. 


Cak. Are not you mov'd, when all the ſway of Eu 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero! 


I have ſeen T when the ing Winds 
Have riv'd the knotty Oaks, and I have 
Th' ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be e xalted with the threatning Clouds: 
But never till to Night, never till now, 
Did 1 go a Tem ing Fire. 
Either there is a Civil Strife in Heav'n. 
Or elſe the World, too ſawcy with the Gods, 
Ince nſes them to ſend Deſtruction. 
Cic. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful ? 
Cast. A common Slave, you know him well by fight, 
Held up his left Hand. which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty Torches join d; and yet bis Hznd, 
Not ſenſible of Fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 


ird of Night did fit, 
Even at Noon-day, upon the Market , 
ing and ſhricking. When theſe Prodigies 


poin 
Indeed, it is a ſtrange diſpoſed time: 

after their Faſhion, 
purpole of the things 
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Nor airleſs Dungeon, nor ** 
Can be retentive to the ſtren + > — 
But Life, being weary of theſe worldly Bars, 


Never lacks Power — ie ſelf, 
If 1 know this, know all the World beſides; 


Cask. So can I: 
So every Bondman in his own Hand bears 
n "A 
Caf. And ſhould Caſar be a Tyrant ? 
8 8 Wolf, 
But that he fees the Romans are but Sheep; 
He were no Lion, were not Romans Hinds. 
„ haſte will make a mighty Fire, 
it with weak Straws. What traſh is Rome? 
She nd whe Of? when it frees 
For the baſe Matter, to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Ceſar. But, oh Grief! | 
Where haſt thou led me? 1, per % — 
Before a willing Bondman : Then 
My Aniwer muſt be made. 42 
And Dar gers are to me indi | 
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Jurrus CESAR. 


to Casa, and to ſuch a Man, 


Cub. You 
That is 

Be 4 
And 


—_— : 


of all theſe 


Tell-tale. 


for 
I will fer this Foot of mine as far, 


in the Streets, 


or walking 
ion of the Element 
the work we 


10 


o find out you Who's that, 
No, it is Caska, one 


incorpo 


Am | not ſtaid for, Cinna 


is 
n 
Caf. 
To our 


Attem 


44 


What a fearful Night is this? 


on't. 


There's two or three of us have ſeen ſtrange Sights. 


n. I am 


Caf. Am I not ſtaid for? tell me. 


55 


ACT HK SCENE L 
SCENE A Grader. 


Enter Brutus. 
of the Stars, 
Lais, I fay! 
ſo ſoundly. 


Luc. Call'd you, my Lord ? 

Bru.. Get me a Taper in my Study, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Lac I will, my Lord. 

Bra. It muſt be by bs Death: And for my part. 
know no perſonal Cauſe » at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown 
How that might change bis Nature, there's the Queſtia. 
It is the bri 

that cra 
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1 | Rado Heak car þ of Caſa, 
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He 
Looks in 


hi 
it thus; that what he is augmented, 
_ and theſe Extremities 
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A 
piece it out. 


ſtand under ore Man's awe? What, Rawe 3 - 
s did from the Streets of Reme 
v drive, when he was call'd a King, 
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T Dok, 0a3 Boker © hom I make thee promiſe, 
0 tke O Rome, I make 
If the redreſs will follow, thou rec:iv'it 
Thy full Petition at the Hand of Brutus. 
Enter Laciue. 
Luc. Sir, March is waſted fifteen Days. [ Knock within, 
Bru. Tis good. Go to the Gate, ſome body knocks: 
Since Caſſius firſt did het me againſt Ceſar, 


Do 
No, Sir, their Hats are 


[ Exit Lucius 
Conſpi 
2 by Night, 


They are the Faction. O 
Sham'ft thou to ſhew thy 
When Evils are meſt free ? O then, by Da 


Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark : 
To mask thy monſtrous Viſage ? Seek none, Conſpiracy, 
1 Hide it in Smiles and Aſſability: 

3 For if thou path, thy native Semblance on, 

Not Erebus it ſelf were dim enough, 

To hide thee from Prevention. 


Enter Caſſius, Caska, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, and 
Trebonius. 


Caf. I think we are too bold upon your Reſt; 
Good Morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you? 
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Enter Lucius and 


Lais, who's hu knocks? 
E. Here is a lick Man that would ſpeak with you. 
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e 
——— Morrow from a feeble Tongue. 
Irs. O what a time 
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werk, that will make ſick Men whole. 
ſome whole that we muſt make ſick? 
190 0D. What it is, my Cams, 
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| SCENE I. Caſa: Palace. 
Thunder and Lightning. r 
Cy; Nor Hear'n, nor Eck have been. at Peace up 


gat; 
Thrice hath Calthurnia in her Sleep cry d out 
Help, ho; eg murder Caſar. Who's within 
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knows full 
No, Caſar ſhall not; Danger — 


Do not go forth to Day; call it my Fear, 
That keeps you in the Houſe, and not your own. 
We'll Mark Antony to the Senate-Houſe, 
And he will fay you are not well to Day: 

Let me, upon my Knee, prevail in this. 
| C Mark Antony ſhall ſay I am not well, 

And for thy Humour, I will tay at home. 

Enter Decius. 

Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them fo. 

Dec. Ce/ar. all hail! Good- Morrow, worthy Caeſar, 


Ce. And you are come in very happy time, 


| Cannot is falſe, and that 1 dare not, falſer; 


? 
ht mine 


Dec. Moſt mi bey Ceſar, let me know ſome Cauſe, 
| | be lught at when 1 ll chem fo 

Caf. The is in my Will, I will not come ; 
That i enough to latisfie the Senate. 
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. I would have had thee there, and here again. 
I can tell thee what thou ſhouldſt do there 


© Contany, be ron upon my 
Set a huge 'tween m Heart and Tongue ; 
I have a Man's Mind, but « Women's Might: 


How hard it is for Women to keep Counſel! 
__— 1 


8 
Fer. Y me word, Boy, if thy Lord look well, 
For he Yo. bring forth: and take good note, 
What Caſar doth, * Suitors preſs to him. 
1 ! what noiſc is that? 
hear none, Madam. 
= Prithee liſten well: 1 
a buſtling Rumour like a Fray, 

And the Wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Luc, Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing. 
Enter Artemidorus. 
For. Come hither Fellow, which way haſt thou been 
Art. At mine own Houſe, good Lady. 
| Por. What ist a Clock? 
ve. About the ninth Hour, Lady. 


to my ſtand, 

pitol. 

Ceſar, hſt thou not? 
Art. That | have. Lady, if ie 0 pleaſe Caſar 

To be ſo good to Ceſar, as to hear me: 

] ſhall beſeech him to defend himſelf. 
Per. Why. know ſt thou any barm's intended towards him? 
At. None that I know will be, 

Much that I fear may chance. 

Good-Morrow to you. Here the Street is narrow: 

The Throng that Ceſar at the Heels 

Of Senators, o Prætors, common Suitors, 

Will crowd a feeble Man almoſt to Death 

I get me to a place more void, and there 


K to great Ceſar as be comes along - — 
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go in—— Aye me! how weak a thing 
Woman is! O Bratws ! 


ſpeed thee in thine Enterprize. 
heard 
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I am m z come to me in. 
ere to thee. [Exennt. 
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| ACT IL. SCENE I, 


SCENE The ce 


Flow'/b., Enter Cxlar, Brutus, Caſſius, Caska, Decius; 
Metellus. Trebonius. Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemi- 
dorus, Popilius, and the Sooth. ſayers. * 


THE Ides of March are come. 
Sooth. Ay, Ceſar, but not 
4. Hail, Car: Read this Schedule. 
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At your beſt leiſure, this his humble Suit 
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Irs. Look he makes to Caſar; mark him. 
Caf. Casta, be fudden, for we tear 
bu, what all be done? 16 this be known, 
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Bru. Do ſo, and let no Man abide this Deed, 
But we the Doers. # 


Caſ. Where is Antony? | 
Tre. Fled to his Houſe amaz'd, 
Men, Wives, and Children, ftare, cry out, and run, 
As it were Dooms-day. N | | 
Bru. Fates, we will know your Pleaſures ; 
That we thall die, we know; 'tis bur the time a | 
And drawing Days out, that Men ſtand upon. 
Cask. Why he that cuts off twenty Years of Life, 
Cuts off ſo many Years ot fearing Death. 
Bru. Grant that. and then is Death a Benefit. 


abridg'd F 
k 
U 
Then walk we forth even to the Market- place, 

And waving our red Weapons o'er our Heads, 
8 —— 8 — | - 
© Caf. Stoop and waſh-— How many hence 

Aunt ors As xr , 
Shall this our Scene be acted over, 
Bru. How many times ſhal x 
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was Mighty, Bold, Royal and Loving ; 

21 2 3 and I honour him; 
uy, fear d Ceſar, honour'd him. and loy'd him. 
If Bratzes will vouchſafe, that 
fafely come to him, and be reſol d 
How Ceſar hath deſery'd to lye in Death, 
Mark Antony ſhall not love Cæſar dead 
$ well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Affairs of noble Brutus, 
hk the hazards of this untrod State, 
With all true Faith, So ſays my Maſter Antony. 
Bru. Thy Maſter is a wiſe and valiant Roman, 
| never thought him worſe. 
Tell him. fo pleaſe him come unto this place, 
He ſhall be ſatis fied, and by my Honour 
untouch'd. 
Serv. Vil fetch him preſently, [ Exit Serta. 
Bro. I know that we ſhall have him well to Friend. 
Caf. I wiſh we may ; but yet have 1 a mind 
That fears him much; and my miſgiving ſtill 
Rik ſhrewdly to the purpoſe. 
Enter Antony. 
Irs. But here comes Antony. 
Velcome Mark Antom; 
A*. O mighty Ceſar! doſt thou lye fo low? 
le all thy Conqueſts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
drunk to this little Meaſure? —— Fare thee well. 
| know not Gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank; 
If lmy felf, there is no Hour fo fit 
As Ceſar's Deaths Hour; nor no Inſtrument 
Of half that worth, as thoſe your Swords, made rich 
Vith the moſt noble Blood of all this World. | 
— _ ye, if you bear me hard, 

, whilſt your led Hands do reek and ſmoak, 
Full your Pare. Live a thouſand Years, | 
| hall not find my ſelf ſo apt to die: * 
No place will pleaſe me ſo, no mean of Death, — 
ks tere by Caſar, and by you cut off, 

The Choice and Maſter ou of this Age. 
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Had 1 as many Eyes, as thou haſt Wounds, 


Weeping 35 faſt as the ſtream forth thy Blood, 
it would become me , than to cloſe 
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He { by leave, and by permiſſion; 
_— RT - 
Have all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies : 


It ſhall advantage more, than do us 
Caf. I know not what may fall, 
Bru. Mark Antony, here you 

You ſhall not in your Funeral Speech 

But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Caſar, 

And fay you do't by our Permiſſion: 

Elſe you ſhall not have any hand at all 

About his Funeral. And you ſhallt ſpeak 

In the fame Pul W - what 

a 


1 
Bru. Prepare the Body then, and follow us. Exen. 
pard e of Earth, 
Ant. O on me piece 
That I am meek and gentle with theſe Butchers, 
Namn pet mo Fo 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 
Woe to the Hand that ſhed this coſtly Blood! 
Over thy Wounds, now do I 
(Ok like dumb Mouths, do their ruby Lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my Tongue) 
A Curſe ſhall light upon the Limbs of Men; 
Domeſtick Fury, and fierce civil Strife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of ral; 
Blood and Deſtruction ſhall be ſo in uſe, 
And dreadful Objects fo familiar, 
That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
Their Infants — — with the Hands of War 
choak d with Cuſtom of fell Deeds, 


All Pity 
And Caſar's Spirit ran for Revenge. 
With tv by bis fide Sobre, 


uu i we # ot > 2% 


Shall in theſe Confines, with a Monarch's Voice, 
and let ſlip the s of War, 
mall ell e the Earth 
groaning for burial. 
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„ ſtand in thine, 
y Maſter coming ? 

IF es to Night within ſeven of Rome. 

An. Fol back with pe: d. and tell him w at hath chanc d. 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of Safety for Oftavins yet; 
lie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ſtay a while, 
Thou ſhalt not back, till I have born this Coarſe 
lato the Market- place: There ſhall I try 
I my Oration, how the take 
The cruel iſſue of theſe bloody Men; 
kccording to the which, thou ſhalt difcourſe 
To Ofavins of the tate of things. 

me your Hand. [Exenmt with Cæſar's Body, 


SCENE Il. The Forum. 
bum Brutus, and goes into the Pulpit ; and Caſſius, with + 
the Plebeians. 


Pleb, We will be ſatisfied; let us be fatisfied. 

u. Then follow me, and give me Audience, Friends. 
a, go you into the other Street, 
> op hy rangi 

that will hear my ſpeak, let em ſtay here; 
Thoſe that will follow Caius, go with him, 
And publick. Reaſons ſhall be rendred 
Of Cafſar's Death. 


Iden ſeyerall y 
1 [Exams Caſſius, with ſome of the Plebeians.. 
15 3 „ 
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3 Pleb. The Noble Bratus is aſcended; Silence. 

Bye. Be Patient till the laft. * 

Romans, Country-men, and Lovers, bear me for my 
Ciuſe, and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me for 
mine Honour, and have reſpect to mine Honour, that you 
may believe, Cenſure me in your Wiſdom, and awake 
8 that may the better judge. If there be 
any in this Aſſembly, any dear Friend of Cr, to them 
I fay, that Brutus love to Ceſar was no leſs than his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why Braus roſe againſt Cafar, 
this is my Anſwer: Not that I lov'd Caſa leis, but that 
I lov'd Num more. Had you rather Caeſar were living, 
and dye all Slaves; than that Caſar were dead, to live al 
Free-men? As Ceſar lov'd me, | weep for him;as he was 
Fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was Valiant, I honour 
him; but as he was Ambitious, I flew him. There is 
Tears for h's Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his 
Valcur, and Death tor his Ambition. Who is here ſe 
baſe that would be a Bond-man? If any, ſpeak; for him 
Have 7 offended. Who is here ſo rude, that would not be 
2 Roman? If any, ſpeak; for him have 1 offended. Who 
is he. e ſo vile that will not love his Country? If any, ſpeak; 
for him have I offended, — 1 pauſe for a Reply 
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ated, wherein he was worthy; nor his Offences enſore d. 
for which he ſuffered Death. 

Enter Mark Antony with Czfar” 
Here comes his Body, mourn'd 
though he had no band in his Death, 
nefit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth; 4 
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he 
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He finds beholden to us all. 
44> he ſpeak no harm of Brutus here. 


3 

Ve are gled t — 

1 Maß. Peace, let us hear what Antony can ſay. 
As. You gentle Romans — 

Al. Peace, Ho, let us hear bim. 

2 Friends, > pos + ran 


— hath 
Here, under — of Brus, and — 
(For Vrutus is an Man, | 
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worſe 
would not take the Crown, 


fear there will a 
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There's not a nobler Man in Rowe than u. 


Pleb. Now mark him, he begins 
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orld; now lyes 


to do him Reverence. 


d to ſtir 
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Have ſtood againſt 
And none fo 


O Maſters! If I were diſpos 
Your Hearts and Minds to 
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Yet ſomething leads me forth. 
1 Pleb. What is your Name? 
2 Pleb. Whither are you going 


Y 
3 N. Ay. and truly, you were beſt. 
n What is my Name? Whither am I going? Where 
do | dwell? Am I a married Man, or a Batc ? Then 
'0 anſwer Man directly and briefly, wiſely and tru- 
bs wiſely, 1 y-----] am a Batchellor. 
2 Pleb. That's as much as to fay, they are Fools that 


; you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear: Proceed 
6040 


Cin. Directly, 1 am going to Ca Funeral. 

1Phb. As a Friend, or an Engmy? 

Cin. As a Friend. 

2 Pleb. That matter is anſwered directly: 

4Pleb. For your 82 brie fly. 

On Briefly, 1 dwell by the Capitol. 

2 Pleb. Your Name, Sir, truly. 

Qn. Truly my Name is Cn. 

1 Ne. Tear him to pieces, he's a Confpirator. 

Cin. I am Cinns the Poet, I am Cinna the Poet. 
rr 
Cin. 1 am not Cinns the Conſpirator. | 
4 Pleb. It is no matter, his Name's Cina, pluck but his 

Name out of his Heart, and turn him goi 
3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him; come Brands bo, Firebrands 

To Bruns, to Caſſn, burn all. Some to Decins's Houſe, 
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I have ten more Da 


ys than you; 
Honours on this Man, 
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| a Brother? 
Form of yours hides wrongs, 
| move away; 
you Andience 4 your Griefs, 
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Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off 
A little from this Ground. 


That you have 
422 
d18ans; 
his fide, 
ou 


ſuch a time as this, it is not meet, 
nice Offence ſhould bear his Comment. 
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Nu hath riv'd my Heart. 
bear a Friend's Infirmities, 
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What's the er?: 
Have not you Love enough to bear with me, 


in that raſh Humour which my Mother gave me 


and from henceforth - 
Mother chides, and leave you fo. 
and Titinius.- 4 « Poe. 


Enter Lucius 


u are over-carneft with your Brutus. 


me forget ful? 
think your 


Yes, Caſius, 


Caf. 1 did not think you could have been ſo angry, 
In. O Castus I am ſick of many Griets. 
c Of your Philoſophy you make no uſe, 
_ | 


(#] 

Of 

give place to accidental Evils. 
bears Sorrow better — Portia is dead. 
| 


© is dead 


4 How ſcap'd I killing, when I croſt you ſo? 
1 0i and touching Lois 
Upon what Sickneſs ? 


Irs. Impatient of my abſence; 
And Grief, that young Odavius with Mark Antony, 
Hive made themſelves fo ſtrong: For with her Death 
That tydings came. With this ſhe fell diſtract, 

And (her Attendants abſent) ſwallow'd Fire. 
1 Caf. And dy'd fo? 

Bru. Even ſo. 

Caf. O ye immortal Gods 

Enter Boy with Wine and Taper:. 
Bru. no more of her: Give me a Bowl of Wine. 
la this 1 bury all unkindneſs, Ca/ſis. [ Drinks. 
Caf. My Heart is thirſty for that noble Pledge. 
ll, Lacius, till the Wine o'er-ſwell the Cup; 
| cannot drink too much of Brutur Love. 
= Enter Titinius, Ds 
in. Titinius; welcome, : 

Now fit we cloſe about this — 

And call in queſtion our Neceſſitiet. 

Ca. Portia! art thou gone? 

. No more, I pray you. 

— I have here received Letters, 

C Odtavius, and Mark Antony, 
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AM,, My felf have Letters of the ſelſ- ſame tenure, 
Bru. With gm" 
Meſ. That by cription, | Outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidns, 
Have put to Death an hundred Senators. 
Bru. Therein our Letters do not ell agree 
Mine ſpeak of ſeventy Senators, that d*.1 
By their Proſcriptions, Cicero be ing one. 
Caf. Cicero one? —— 
Meſ. Cicero is dead; and by that Order of Proſcription, 
Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord? 
Bru. No, Meſſala. 
Meſ. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her? 
Meſ. That, methinks, is ſtrange. 
Bru. Why ask you? hear you ought of her, in yours? 
Meſ. No, my Lord. 
Irm Now, as you are a Rowan, tell me true. 
Mef. Then like a Roman, bear the Truth I tell, 
For certain the is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 
Bru. Why, farewel, Portia---we mult dic, Meſſala. 
With meditating that ſhe muſt die once, 
1 have the patience to endure it now. 
Meſ. Even fo great Men, great Loſſes ſhould endure. 
Caf. 1 have as much of this in Art as you, 
But yet my Nature could not bear it ſo. 
Bru. Well, to our Work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to — 1 preſently. 
Ca, 1 do not think it good. 
Brew. Your Reafun? 
Caf. This it is: 
'Tis better that the Enemy ſeek us, 
So fhall he waſte his means, weary his Soldiers, 
ing himſelf Offence, whilſt we lying ſtill, 
Are full of reſt. defence and ni ſ 
Ira. Good Reaſons muſt of force give place to better. 


"The People twixt Philippi. and this Ground, 
Do ſtand but in a forc'd Affection; 
For they have grudg'd us Contribution. 


The Enemy marching along by them, 
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iy them ſhall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refreſht, new added, and enc d; 
From which Advantage ſhall we cut him off, 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 
Theſe People at our back. 
Caſ. Hear me, good Brother 
Bru. Under your Pardon. You muſt note beſide, 
That we have try'd the utmoſt of our Friends; 
oe Legions are brim full, our Cauſe is ripe, 
a, | The Enemy encreaſeth every Day, 
We at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a Tide in the Aſſairs of Men, 
| which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune; 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life, 
u bound in Shallows, and in Miſeries. Ne 
I h fuch a full Sea, are we now u. float, N 
ul we muſt take the Current when it ſerves, 
—— will will along 
Ca. with your on; we 
e and mere them © Me, 
. Bru. The deep of Night is crept upon our Talk, 


ud Nature muſt obey neceſſity. 

Which we will niggard with a little Reft ; 
Me. | There is no more to ſay. 

Caf. No more; Night ; —— 
. ily to Morro we will riſe, and hence. 


3 4 
was an ill beginning of the Night, 
Never come ſuch Diviſion tween our Souls; 
let it not, Brutus. 

Enter Lucius with the Gown. 
der. u. Every thing is well. 
C. Good Night, my Lord. 

Nu. Good Night, Brother. 

Tis. Meſs. Good Night, Lord Brutus“ 
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It may be 1 ſhall otherwiſe bethink me. 
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Bru. Farewel, every one. Exeunt, 
Give me the Gown. .in 
Lac. Here in the Tent. 
Bru. What, thou ſpeakeſt drowfily ? | 
Poor Knave, | blame thee not, thou art o'er-watch'd, 
Call Clandins, and ſome other of my Men, 
Ill have them ſleep on Cuſhions in my Tent. 
Luc. Varro and Claudius. 
Enter Varro and Claudius. 
Var. Calls my Lord? w_ 
Bra. 1 you, Sirs, lye in my Tent, , 
Te may be, | al raiſe po by and by | 
On Buſineſs to my Brother Caſſius. 
Var. So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, and watch your Pleaſure: 
Bro. I will not have it ſo; lye down, good Sirs, 


op 1= = ww  —=rw 


Look Larius, here's the Book I ſought for ſo; 
I put it in the Pocket of my Gown. | 
Lac. | was ſure your Lordſhip did not give it me. 
- Bru. Bear with me, Boy, 1 am much forgetful, 
Canſt thou hold up thy heavy Eyes a while, 
And touch thy Inſtrument, a ſtrain or two? 
Luc. Ay, my Lord, an't pleaſe you. L 
] trouble thee too but thou art willing. 
Lac. It is my Duty, Sir. 
Bru. | ſhould not thy Duty paſt thy Might, 
I know young Bloods for a time of Reſt. 
Lac. | have flept, my Lord, already. 
Bru. It was well done, and thou ſhalt aſlcep again; 
1 will not hold thee long. If I do live, 
] will be good to thee. [ Muſick and a Sung 
This is a fleepy Tune—— O murderous ſlumber! 
Lay'ſt thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 
That plays thee Muck? Gentle Knav 


| e, Night; 
I will not do thee fo much wrong to 2 


If thou doſt nod, thou break ſt thy Inſtrument, 
Tu rake it from thee, and, good Boy, good Night. 
Let me ſee, let me ſee? is not the Leat turn d down 


ters 
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Here it is, I think. 
* Tor ue fits down to read. 


Enter the Ghoſt of Cælar. 
How ill this Taper burns! Ha! Who comes here? 
| think it is the weakneſs of mine &t yes, 
That ſhapes this monſtrous Apparir on. 
I comes upon me; Art thou any thing? 
Art thou ſome God, ſome Angel, or {ue Devil 
That mak't my Blood cold, and my Hair to tare? 
to me, what thou art? 
GN. Thy evil Spirit, Brutus. 
Bru. Why com'ſt thou? 
Ghoſt. To tell thee thou ſhalt ſee me at Ph lippr. 
Bra, Well — then | ſhall ſee thee again —— 
Ghoſt. Ay, at Philippi. [ Exut Ghoſt. 
AN then; as 
Now I have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt 
Il Spirit; I would hold more talk with :hee. 
boy! Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs! awake! 


Clandrus ! 
Luc, The firings, my Lord, are falſe. 
Bra. He thinks he fbll is at his Inſtrument. 
Lari! awake. 
Luc 
Bru. 


My Lord! —— 
Didſt thou dream, Lucius that thou fo cried} 


Ine My Lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
Brg. Yes, that thou didſt; didſt thou fee any thing? 
Lac. Nothing, my Lord. 
Bra. Sleep again, Lucius; Sirrab, Claudius, Fellow! 
awake, 
My Lord! 
— = Lord! _ 
Why did you out, Sirs, in ? 
Bru. — ſaw paw þ may a 
my Lord, 1 faw nothing. 
Nor L my Lord. 


Ira. 
kd him 


and commend me to my Brother Caſſins; 
And 


on his Powers betimes before, 
K 3 


Both. It ſhall be done, my Lord. Eremt. 


unn 


ACT V. SCENE l. 
SCENE the Heldt of Philippi, with the tu 
Camps. 


Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army, 


Ol. \,TOW, Antony. our Hopes are anſwered, 
* Nx ſaid the Enemy would not come down, 
the Hills and u Regions; 

5 bn r 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anſwering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut I am in their Boſoms, and 1 know 
Wherefore they do it; they could be content 
To viſit other Places, and come down 
With fearful bravery; thinking by this Face 
To faſten in our thoughts that they have Courage. 


Meſ. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant ſhww; 
Their bloody Sign of Batre is hung out, 
And ſomething to be done immediately. 
Otavius, lead your Battel ſoftly on 
the left Hand of the even Field. 

Upon the right Hand I, keep thou the left. 
. Why do you croſs me in this exigent ? 

I do not croſs you; but I will do fo. [ March, 
Entey Brutus, Caſſius, and their Army. 
7 4 Parley. 

Mark 


faſt, Titmins, we muſt out and talk. 
Oda. Mark Antony, ſhall we give ſign of Battel? 


Au 


, 


| 
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Hit. No, Ce/ar, we will anſwer on their Charge. 
Mike forth, 28 would have ſome Words. 

08s. Stir not until the Signal. 

Irv, Words before Blows: is it ſo, Countrymen ? 

oda. Not that we love Words better, as you do. 

Bru. Good Words are better than bad Strokes, Octavius. 

Ant. In your bad Strokes, Brutus. you give good Words. 
Vitneſs the hole you made in Ceſar's Heart, 

Crying, Long live, bail Caſar. 
| Caf. Antony 
The poſture of your Blows are yet unknown; 
tut for your Words, they rob the Hibla Bees, 
lad leave them Honey-leſs. 

Ant. Not ſtingleſs too. 

vu O yes, and ſoundleſs too; 

For you have ſtoln their buzzing Antony, 
And very wiſely threat before you ſting. 

Au. Villains! you did not fo, when your vile Daggers 
Hack'd one another in the ſides of Ceſar. 

You ſhew'd your Teeth like Apes, and fawn'd like 
And bow'd like Bond-men, killing Ceſar's Feet; 
Whilt damned Casa, like a Cur, behind 

Struck Ceſar on the Neck. O you Flatterers! 

Caf. Flatterers! Now Brutus thank your ſelf; 
This Tongue had not offended fo to day, 

If Caſſus might have rul d. 

Offs. Come, come, the Cauſe. If arguing make us fweat, 
The of it will turn to redder Drops. 

, I draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 
When think you that the Sword goes up again? 
Never till C2ſar's three and thirty Wounds 
be well aveng d; or till another 
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Traitors. 

Irn. Caſar, thou canſt not dye by Traitors Hands, 
17 them with thee. 
darn © 
Ira. O if 
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Joins wi 1 but 
as. — — Antony, away 3 
Defiance, Traitors —p= {4 Teeth, 
If you dare fight to day. come to the Field, 
If not, when you have Sromachs. 
Exe. Oftavius. Antony, and 
Caſ. Why row blow Wind. ſwel! Billow, and ſwim 
The Storm is up, and all is on the Hazard. 
Dru Ho, Lacilitws, — hark a word with you. 
[ Lucilius and Meſſala fland forth 


And his Opinion; now I chan pe my i, 
And partly credit things — 4 
Coming from Sardis, — — 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch'd, 
ing and feeding from our Soldiers Hands, 
Who to Philippi here conſorted us: 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, - 
And in their ſteads, do Ravens, Crows and Kites, 
Fly o er our Heads, and downward look on us 
As we were ſickly Prey; their ſhadows ſeem 
A Canopy moſt fatal, under which 
Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoſt. 
Ae BelFeve nor fo. 
Caf. but believe it part!y; 
For Im freſh of Spirit, and refo'v'd 
To meer all Peril, very conſtantly. 
dr Eves fo, Lacins. 
Now moſt Noble Brutzs, 


The Gods to Day ſtand friendly; that we may 


L 
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Lovers in Peace, lead on our Days to Age. 
wt fince the Affairs of Men reſt ſtill incertain, 
let's reaſon with the worſt that may befall. 
r is this 
time we ſhall ſpeak together 
22 you then determined to do? 
Bro. Even by the rule of that Philoſophy, 
which 1 did blame Cato, for the Death 
Which be did give bimſelf, I know not how; 
ul do find it cowardly, and vile, 
For fear of what might tall. ſo to prevent 
the time of Life, arming my ſelf with patience, 
To ſay the Providence of ſome high Powers, 
That us below. 
Then if we loſe this Battel, 
dun are contented to be led in triumph, 
the Street, of Rome. 
Irs. No, Ca ſſus, no; think not, thou noble Raman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome, 
fie bears too great a Mind. But this fame Day 
Huſt end that Work, the Ides of March begun. 
lad whether we ſhall meet again, I know not; 
Therefore our everlaſtirg fare wel take; 
for ever, and for ever, farewel, Caſſius ; 
Kwe do meet again, why, we ſhall ſmile, 
f not, why then, this parting was well made. 
Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus; 
i we do mect again, we'll ſmile indeed; 
rot, tis true, this parting was well made. 
Bru. Why then lead on. O that a Man might know 
The end of this Day's Buſineſs, ere it come; 
tut it ſuſſiceth. that the Day will end, 
lad then the end is known. Come ho, away. | Exemunt. 
| Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meſſ. la. 
Is. Ride, ride, Meſſals, ride and give theſe Bills 
duo the Legions, on the other fide. [ Loud Alarum: 
let them ſer on at once; for | perceive 
at cold demeanor in Otavio's Wing; 
ad ſudden puſh gives them the overthrow. | 
Me, ride, Meſals, let them all come down. = [Exerne. 
* K 7 Alariams. 
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Alarums, Enter Caſſius and Titinius. 
as O look, Tirinius, look, the Villains fly ! 
My 
This Enſign 


f have to mine own turn'd Enemy ; 
here of mine was turni 
1 flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 
Tit. O Caſſins, Brutus gave the word too early. 
Who having ſome on Ocftavins 
Took it too eagerly ; his Soldiers fell to ſpoi!, 
Whilſt we by Antony are all inclos d. 
Enter Pindarus. 
Pin. Fly further off my Lord, fly further off, 
Mark Antony is in Tents, my Lord; 
Fly therefore, le Caſſins, fly far off. 
Caf. This Hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinins, 
Are thoſe my Tents where I perceive the Fire? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caf. Titinins, if thou loveſt me, 
Mount thou my Horſe, and hide thy Spurs in him, 
'Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops, 
And here again, that I may reſt aſſur d, 
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. 
Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought. [Exit. 
. Go, Pindarus, get thither on that Hill, 
My was ever thick; r Titmins, 
And tell me what thou not'lt about the Field. 
This Day I breathed firſt, time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there ſhall I end, 
My Life is ran his Compaſs. Sirrah, what News? 
Pind. above. O, my Lord! 
C What News? 
Pind. Titiaizes is encloſed round about 
With Horſemen, that make to him on the Spur, 
Vet he ſpurs on. Now they are almoſt on him; 
Now Titinizs! Now ſome Light----O he lights too 
He's ta en [ Shout: 
And hark, they ſhout for ſoy. 
O Coward tha: I am, to live ſo long, 
To ſee my beſt Friend ta en before my Face! 
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Enter Pindarus. ; 
Come hither Sirrah; in Parthia did I take thee Priſoner, 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy Life, 
That whatſoever I did bid thee do, : 
Thou ſhouldſt attempt it. Come now, keep thine Oath, 
Now be a Freeman, and with this good Sword 
That ran through Ceſar's Bowels. ſearch this Boſom. 
gund not to anſwer; here take thou the Hilts, 
And when my Face is cover'd, as 'tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword Caſar thou art reveng d, 
fyen with the Sword that kill'd thee. [ Kills himſelf. 
ind. So, | am free, yet would not ſo have been, 
Durſt I have done my Will. O Caſſius, 
Far from this Country Pindarus ſhall run, 
Where never Roman fhall rake Note of him. [ Exit. 
Enter Titinius and Meſſala. 
Mef. It is but change, Titinius; for Oftavins 
k overthrown by Noble Brutus Power, 
As Caſſins Legions are by Antony. 
Tit. Theſe Tidings will well comfort Cafizs. 
f Meſ. Where did you leave him? 
wie, Tit, All diſconſolate, 
Vith Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill. 
Meſ. Is not that he that lyes upon the Ground? 
Tit, He lyes not like the Living. O my Heart! 
Meſ. Is not that he? 
Tit. No, this was he, Meſſala, 
But Caſſius is no more. O ſetting Sun 
As in thy red Rays thou doſt fink to Night, 
in his red Blood Caſſius Day is ſet; 
The Sun of Rome is ſet. Our Day is gone, 
Clouds, Dews, and D come; our Deeds are done; 
Miftroſt of my Succeſs hath done this Deed. 
| Meſ. Miſtruſt of good Succeſs hath done this Deed. 
O hateful Error, Melancholy's Child! 
Why deft thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of Men, 
The things that are not? O Error ſoon conceiy'd; 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy Birth, 
lut kill't the Mother that engender d thee. 
Is. What Piadarus Where art thou, Pindarus? 


Me,. 
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Me Seek him, Titinizs, whilſt 1 go to meet 
The Noble Brutus, thruſting this report 
Into his Ears; I may fay, thruſting it; 
For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed 
Shall be as welcome to the Eirs of Brutus, 
As tydings of this fight. 
Ti. Hye you, Meſſa/a, 
And I will feek for Pindarus tle while. 
Why didſt thou ſend me forth brave Caſſius ! 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
Put on my Brows th's wreath of Victory. 
And bid me give it thee? Didſt thou not hear their Shouts? 
Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrued every thing. 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow. 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and l 
Will do his bidding. Bratz: come apace, 
And fee how I regarded Cains Caſſins. 
By your leave, Gods — This is a Romans part, 
Stabs him elf 
Come Caſſius Sword, and find Titinius W | 1 
Alara. Enter Brutus, Me ſſala, young Cato, Strato, 
Volumnius. and Lucilius. 
Bru Where, where. Meſſala doth his Body lye? 
Meſ. Lo yonder, and Tirinius mourning it. 
Bru. Titinizss Face is upward. 
Cato, He is ſhin. 
Bru. O Fulizs Ceſar, thou art mighty yet, 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords 
In our own proper Entrails. [Low Alarums, 
Cato Brave Titinizs! 
Look where he have not crown'd dead Caſſius. 
Brs.. Are yet two Roman: living ſuch as tneſe? 
Thou laſt of all the Romans, fare thee well; 
Ir is impoſſible that ever Rome 
Should breed thy Fellow. Friends, I owe more Tears 
To this dead Man. than you ſhal! ſee me pay. 
I ſhall fad time, Cſs, I ſhall find time 
Come therefore, and to Thayfus ſend his Body, 
His Funerals ſhall not be in our Camp, 
Leſt it diſcomfort us. Lucilius come, 
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Bry. Yet Countrymen, O yet, hold up 
Cato. What Baſtard doth not? who will go 
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| reren? 
wins, ſet our Battels on; 
three a Clock, and, Remans, yet ere Ni 
fhall try Fortune in a ſecond fight. 
Alarm. Enter Brutus, Medlala, Cato, 


Flavius. 


] will proclaim my Name about the Feld. 
] am the Son of Marcxs Cato, ho! 
A Foe to Tyrants. and my Country's Friend. 
1 am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho. 
Enter Soldiers and fight. 
Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, 1 


Brutus my Country's Friend; know me for Brutus. 
Luc. O young and noble Cato art thou down? 


Why now thou dieſt as bravely as Titinius, 
may'ft be honour d being Cato's Son. 
Sold. Yield, or thou dieſt. 
Lac. Only 1 yield to die; 


There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight 


Kill Brutzs. and be honour'd in his Death. 


Sold. We muſt not; a 


Noble Priſoner. 


Enter Antony. 


2 Sold. Room ho! tell 


1 Sold. I'll tell thee News, here comes the General, 


Bratus is ta en, Brutus is 
Ant. Where is he? 


Antony, Brutus is ta'en. 


ta'en, my Lord. 


Luc Safe Antony, Brutus is ſafe enough. 
I dare aſſure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall ever take alive the Noble Bratus: 
The Gods defend him from fo great a ſhame. 
When you do find him or alive. or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himſelf 


Ant. This is not Brutus Friend, but I aſſure you, 


A prize no leſs in worth; keep this Man fafe, 


Give him all kindneſs. 


] had rather have 
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How every thing is chanc' d. Ern 
Enter Brutus, Dardanivs, Clitus, Strato, and Volummim 
Bra. Come, poor remains of Friends, reſt on this Nock 
Cli. Statillins ſhew'd the Torch-light, but, my Lord, 

not back, he is, or ta en, or ſlain. 

down, Clies; ſlaying is the word, 

in faſhion. Hark thee, Claras — 

I, my Lord? No, not for all the W 
then, no words. 

kill m 
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did Brutus make to thee ? 
kill him, Clitas look he meditates. 
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That it runs over even at his Eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius, liſt a word. 
Vol. What fays my Lord? 
Bru. Why this, Volumnius; 
The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd to me 
Two ſeveral times by Night; at Sardis. once; 
And this laſt Night, in Philippi- Fields. 
I know my hour is come. 
Vot. Not fo, my Lord. 
Bru. Nay, I am ſure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou ſceſt the World, Volumzins, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have bear us to the Pit : [ Low Alarm, 
It is more worthy, to leap in our ſelves, 
Than tarry till they puſh us. Good Velumnins, 


| Thou knoweſt that v.c two went to School together; 


Even for that, our love of old, I prethee 
Hold thou my Sword's Hilt, while I run on it. 
Vol. That's not an Office for a Friend, my Lord. 
[Aarum lil. 
Cli. Fly, fly, my Lord, there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volumniw. 
Strato, thou haſt been all this while afleep; 
Farewel to thee, to Strato, Country men; 


My 
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| 1 kill'd not thee with halt fo good a Will. 
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| prethee, Strato ſtay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a Fellow of a good reſpect; 
Thy Life hath had ſome ſmatch of Honour in it. 
Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy Face, 
While 1 do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
Stra. Give me your Hand firſt. Fare you well, my Lord, 
Bru. Farewel, good Strato — Caſar, now be ftill, 


[ He runs on his Sword and dies. 
Alarm. Retreat. Enter Antony, Octavius, Meſlala, Luci- 
liue, and the Army. 
OHa. What Man is that? 
Meſ. My Maſter's Man: Strate, where is thy Maſter ? 
Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in, Meſſala; 
The Conquerors can but make a Fire of him: 
For Brutus only overcame himſelf, 
And no Man elſe hath Honour by his Death. 
Luc. So Brutus ſhould be found. I thank thee, Brutus, 
That thou haſt prov'd Lacillizs ſayiag true. 
Oda. All that ſerv'd Brutm I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me? 
Stra. Ay, if Meſſala will prefer me to you. 
Ofa. Do fo, good Meſſala. ; 
Meſ. How died my Lord, Strato? 
Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Meſ. Odbavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt Service to my Maſter. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


ye, 


ight ſhall ! 
bonourably. 
reſt, and let's away, 


ordered 


of this happy Day. 
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D Uncan, King of Scotland. 
Malcolm, | 
Generali of the King's Army, 


? 


—ů Noblemen ef Scotland. 


Angus, 
Cathneſs, 3 
Fleance, Sox 70 o. 
Sey ward, General of the Engliſh Free,, 
genes . bis Som. 

ton, an er attending on Macbeth 
Sem #0 Macduff. 
Doctor. | 


Lady Macbeth. 
Macduft. 


Gentlewomen attending on Lady Macbeth, 
Hecate and three other Witches. 


Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers and Attendants, 
The Ghoſt of Banquo, and ſeveral other Apparitions, 


The SCENE in the End of the Fourth 48 


| through the reſt of the Play 
ä 


1 


ACT I SCENE L 


SCENE an open Heath. 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 


1 FITCH. 


I HEN ſhall we three meet again? 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain? 
1 itch. When the Hurly-burly'sdone, 
When the Batrel's loſt and won. | 
3 Witch. That will be ere the ſet of Sun. 
i Witch. Where the place? 
tech. Upon the Heath. 
| 3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth; 
1 Witch. 1 come, Gray-Malkin. 
AL Padocke calls----anon---- Fair is foul, and foul sfair. 
Hover through the fog and filthy Air. 
[ They riſe from the Stage, aud fly aways 
SCENE IL A Palace. 
lun King, Malcolme, Donalbain, Lenox, with Artendants, 
meeting a bleeding Captain. 
King. What bloody Man is that? He can 
% femerh by his Plight, of the Revolt 
the neweſt State 


report, 


— 


i The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
» Kal. This is the Serj 


*Gainſt my ivity; Hail, hail nd! 
Say to the King, the Knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didſt leave it. 

' Cap. Doubtful it ſtood; f 
'As two ſpent Swimmers, that do cling , 
And choak their Art: The mercileſs Mar 
(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 
The multiplying Villanies of Nature 
Do fwarm upon him) from the Weſtern Iſles 
Of Kernes and Gallow-g'afſes is ſupply d, 

And Fortune on his damned Quarry ſmiling, 
Shew'd like a Rebels Whore. But all's too weak: 
For brave Macheth well he deſerves that Name, 
Diſdaining Fortune, with his brandiſht Steel, 
Which ſmoak d wich bloody Execution, 

Like Valours Minion, carved out his Paſſage, 

Till he fac'd the Slave; 

Which ne er ſhook Hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
Till he unſeam d him from the Nave to th' Chops, 
And fix'd his Head upon our Battle ments. 

King. O valiant Couſin! worthy Gentleman! 

Cap. As whence the Sun gins his Reflection, 
Shipwracking Storms and dire ful Thund rs break ing; 
So from that Spring, whence Comfort ſeem'd to come, 
Diſcomfort ſwe'ls: Mark, King of Scotland, mark; 
No _ had, with Valour arm d,. 

* gh skipping Kernes to truſt their Heels, 
But the Nerweyan Lord — „ 
With furbiſht Arms and new Supplies of Men, 
Began a freſh Aſſault. 
1 id not this our Captains, Macbeth and Banque? 

+ Cap. Yes, as Sparrows Eagles; | 

- Or the Hare the Ea * 
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by that moſt diſloyal Traitor, 
of Cawdor, began a diſmal Conflict, 
that Bellona's Bridegroom, lapt in proof, 


ZT 


9 
SCENE III. The Heath. 
Thander. Enter the three Witches. 
Hub. Where haſt thou been, Siſter ? 
, 1 aWech, Killing Swine. 
Sn. : 


. 


138 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
3 Witch. Siſter, where thou? 
1 Witch. A Sailor's Wife had Cheſtnuts in her Lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht; 
Give me, quoth I. 
Aroint thee, Wirch the Rump-fed Ronyon cries. 
Her Husband's to Aleppo gone, Maſter o'th' Ter: 
But in a Sieve I'll thither fail; 
And like a Rat without a Tail, 
III d IU do and I'll do. 
2 Witch. I'll give thee a Wind. 
1 Witch. TWart kind. 
3 Much. And | another. 
1 Witch. I my ſelf have all the other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know, 
Fth' Ship-man's Card. 
PI drain him dry as Hay; 
Sleep ſhall neither Night nor Day, 
yg his Pent-houſe Lid; 
He live a Man forbid; 
Weary Sev'nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine 
Though his Bark cannot be loft, 
Vet it ſhalt be tempeſt · toſt. 
Look what I have. 
2 Witch. Shew me, ſhew me. 
1 Witch. Here, I have a Pilot's Thumb, 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. [ Drum within. 
3 Witch. A Drum, a Drum. 
Macbeth doth come. 
All. The weyward Siſters, Hand in Hand, 
Poſters of the Sea and Land, 
Thus do go abour, abour, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charm's wound up. 
Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers and other Attendants. 
Macb. So foul and tair a Day I have not ſeen. 
Ban. How far is't call'd to Soris ?----- What are theſe 
So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire, | 
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That look not like th Inhabitants o'th' Earth, 
fad yet are on't? Live you, or are you 
That Man may jon? You ſeem to ſtand me, 


each at once her Choppy Fi layi 
* her kinn y Lips.--— You ſhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret | 
1 wha 

. K 1 can; t are 

1 Macbeth! hail to . of Glami: 
2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, Thane of Cawdor ! 
z itch. All hail, Macbeth! that ſhalt be King hereafter. 
Ban. Good Sir, why do you ſtart, and feem to fear 
Things that do ſound fo fair? i'th* name of Truth, 
| Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed [To the Witches. 
Which outwardly ye ſhew? my noble Partner, 
You with preſent Grace, and great Prediction 
of having, and of Royal hope, 
That he ſeems wrapt withal; to me you ſpeak not. 
If you can look into the Seeds of Time, 
And fay, which Grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 
Your Favours, nor your Hate. 

1 Witch. Hail! 

2 Witch. Hail! 

z Witch. Hail! 

I Huch. Leſſer than Macbeth, and 

| 2Witch, Not ſo happy, yet much 

, 


z Much. Thou ſhalt get Kings, thou be none; 
$0 all hail! Macbeth and Banguo. 

1 Witch, Banquo and Macbeth, all hail! 

Mach, Stay, you imperfect Speakers. tell me more; 
by Sinel's Death | know l am Thane of Glamis; 
_ of Cawdor? The Thane of Cawdor lives, 

rous Gentleman; and to be King, 
Sands not within the proſpect of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
I You owe this Intelligence? or why, 
Upon this blaſted you top our way, 
With ſuch Prophetick Greeting 
vas, I charge . [Witches vani/b. 
Ban. 


mu as 8 
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reſt o th ſelf-ſame day, 
ſtout Norweyan Ranks, 
Nothing afraid, of what thy ſelf didſt make, 


Strange Images of Death; as thick as Hail 


He bad me, from him. call thee Thane of Cawdor: 


In which Addition, hail, moſt worthy Thane ! 
For it is thine. : 
Ban. What, can the Devil ſpeak true? 
Mach. The Thane of Came er lives; 
Why do you dreſs me in his borrowed Rubes? 
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet, | 
But under heavy Judgment bears that Life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe. 


Whether he was combin'd with thoſe of Norway, 
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1 5 ou. {To Roſſe and Angus. 
Mach. Two Truths = — * | Ajtae. 
As Prologues to the ſwelling 

Of 2 Theam. I thank you. Gentlemen 
This ſupernatural ſolliciting : 

Cannot be ill; cannot be good If ill; 

n hath it given me earneſt of ſucceſe, 


| EOS © Track? I am Thane of Cawdor, 
It Why do I yield to that 8 
horrid Image 


Look how our Partner's rapy. 
I Chance will have me King, das 
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Ean. New Honours come upon him, 
Like our ſtrange Garments, cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. 


Mach. Come what come may, 
Time and the Hour runs thro' the Day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſure. 
Mach Give me your Favour : 
My dull Brain was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kind Gentlemen. your Pains are regiſtred, 
Where every Day | turn the Leaf to read them. 
Let us toward the think upon [ To Banquo, 
What hath chanc'd, and at more time, 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us ſpeak 
Our free Hearts each to other. 


Come, Friends. — 
SCENE IV. A Palace. 
Flowriſh. Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbain, Lenox, awd 
Attendants. 


King. Is Execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thoſe in Commiſſion yet return'd ? 

Mal. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But 1 have ſpoke with one that ſaw him die: 
Who did report, that very frankly he 
Confeſs'd his Treaſons, implor'd your Highneſs pardon, 
And ſet forth a deep Repentance, 
Nothing in his Lite became him 
Like the Leaving it. Hy dy'd, 
As one that had been ſtudied in his Death, 
To throw away the deareſt thing he o d, 
As twere a careleſs trifle. 

King. There's no Art, 
To find the Mind's Conſtruction in the Face: 
He was a Gentleman on whom | built 
late rruſt, = F 
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O worthieſt Couſin ! | 

The Sin of my Ingratitude even now 

Was heavy on me. Thou art fo far before, 
That ſwifteſt Wind of Recompence is ſlow, 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadſt le ſs deſerv d, 

That the Proportion both of Thanks and Payment, 
- Might have been mine: Only I have left to ſay, 
More is thy due, than more than all can pay. 

Mach. The Service and the Loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays it fel?. : 
Your Highneſs part is to receive our Duties; 
And our Duties are to your Throne and State, 
Children and Servants; which do but what they ſhould, 
by doing every thing ſafe toward your Love 
And Honour. 

King, Welcome hither : 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
o make chee full of growing. Noble Banque, 
That haſt no lefs defery'd, and muſt be known, 
No leſs to have done ſo : Let me cntold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart. 

Ban. There if I grow, 
The Harveſt is your owr. 

King. My plenteous Joys, 
Vanton in fulneſs, ſeek to hide themſclves 
ln drops of Sorry. Sons, Kinſmen, Thanes, 
And you, whoſe Places are the neareſt, know, 
Ve will eſtab liſn our Eſtate upon 
Our eldeſt, Malcolm, whom we name hercatter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: V ich Honour muſt 
Not unaccompanied, inveſt him only, 
but ſigns of Nobleneſs, like Stars ſhall ſhine 
On all Deſervers. From hence to Envernes, 
And bind us further to you. 

Mach, The reſt is labour, which is nat us'd for you; 
Il be my ſelt the Harbinger, and make joytul 
Tie hearing of my Wile with your 
5% humbly take my leave. 
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thy Heart, and 
Glamis thou art, 
What thou art promis*'d. Yet 1 do fear thy Nature, 
It is tuo full o th Milk of human Kindneſs, 
To catch the neareſt wa 
Art 
The 
That 
And 
_ Thou 
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rr 
flat I ma my Spirits in thine Ear, 
Shaft with the Valour of my Tongue 
i chat thee hinders from the Golden Round, 
lch Fate and Me-aphyfical aid doth ſee in 
ſo have thee crown'd withal. 
What is your Tidings ? 

Mſ The King comes here to Night. 

Lady. Thou'rt mad to ſay it. 
koot thy Maſter with him? who, were't ſo, 
Vould have —_ for . 

So pleaſe you it is true: Our Thane is coming, 
(ne of my Fellows had the ſpeed of him; 
HN . 
up bis 
Lady, Give bim tending, 
& bknngs great News, The Raven himſelf is hoarſe, 
[Exit Meſſenger. 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan | 
bader my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 
That tend on mortal ts, unſex me here, 
il me from the Crown to th Toe, top-full 
A direſt Cruelty ; make thick my Blood, 
a te accrls and paſlige to Remorſe, 
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The future in the inſtant. 
Mach. My deareſt Love, 
Duncan comes here to Night. 
Lady. And when goes hence ? 
23 To — as he purpoſes. 
Lady. O never 
Shall Sun that Morrow fee. 
Your Face, my Thane, is as a Book, where Men 
May read ſtrange Matters to beguile the time. 
Look like the time, bear welcome in your Eye, 
Your Hand, your Tongue; look like the innocent Flower, 
But be the Serpent under't. He that's coming, 
Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall pur 
This Night's great Buſineſs into my diſpatch, 
Which shall to all our Nights and Days to come, 
Give ſolely ſovereign Sway and Maſterdom. 
Mach. We will ſpeak further. 
Lady Oaly lock up clear: 
To alter Favour cver is to fear. 
Leave all the reſt to me. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. The Caſtle Gare, 


Hautboy: and Torches. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbaia, 
Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Ro Angus, and Attendant), 


King. This Caftle hath a pleaſant Seat; the Air 
Nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelf 
Uato our gentle Senſex, | 

Ban. This Gueſt of Summer, 
The Temp!e-haunting Martlet, does approve, 
By bis lov'd Manſonry, that the Heav'n's breath 
Smells wooingly here. No jutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle; 
Where they moſt breed, and haunt, I have obſery'd, 
The Air is delicate. 

Enter 


King. See! ſee, WW... oY 
| The Love that follows us, —__—_.. 
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which mill we thank as Love. Herein I teach you, 
flaw you ſhould bid god-eyld us for your Pains, 
lad thank us for your Trouble. 

Lady. M our Service, 

u every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor, and ſingle Buſineſa to contend 
init thoſe Honours , and broad, 
Wherewith your Majeſty our Houſe : 
for thoſe of 014, and the late Digniries, 
Heap'd up to them, we reſt your Hermits. 
King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ? 
We courſt him at the Heels, and had a purpoſe 
To be his Purveyor: But he rides well, | 
And his great Love, ſharp as his Spur, hath holp him - 
To his home before us: Fair and noble Hoſtels, 
Ve are your Gueſt to Night. 

Lady. Your Servants ever, | 
five theirs, themſelves. and what is theirs in compe, 
To make their Audit at your Highneſs Pleaſure, 

dil to return your ovy ©. 
Kang. Give me your Hand; 
ConduRt me to mine Hoſt, we love him highly, 
Ard ſhall continue our Graces towards him, 
Iy your leave, Hoſteſs. Eren. 


SCENE VII. 4. Apartment, 


Haxcboys, Torches. Enter divers Servants with Diſhes and 
Service over the Stage. Then Macbeth, 


Mach. If it were done when tis done, then 'twere well 
| were done quickly; if the Aſſaſſination 
Could trammel up the Conſequence, and catch 
Vith his ſurceaſe, Succeſs; that but this blow 
Might be the all, and be the end of all — Here, 

here, upon th.s Bank and Schcol of time 

Ved jump the Lite to come. But in theſe Caſes, 
Ve ftill have Judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody Inſtructions, which being taught, return 
To plague th'ingredience of our poiton'd Chalice 
To our own Lips. He's here in double truſt ; 

* L 4 Fuſt, 


Who ſhould againſt his Murtherer ſhut the Door, 
Not bear the Knife my ſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 
Hath born his Faculty fo meck, hath been 
So 


clear in his great Office, that his Virtues 
Will plead like — 1 2 againſt 
off: 


his t 


Lady. He has al moſt ſup d why have you leſt the Chamber 

Macs. Hath he ask'd for me ? 

Lady. Know you not, he bas? 

Mach. We will proceed no further in this Buſineſs, 
He hath hanour d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden Opinions from all forts of People, 

Which would be worn now in their neweſt Gloſs, 
Not caſt DID * 

„Was Kk, 
r Hath it ſlept fince ? 
And wakes it now to look ſo green and pale, 

At what it did fo freely ? From this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the ſame in thire own AR, and Valour, 
As thou art in defire ? wouldſt thou have that 
Which thou efteem'ſt the Ornament of Lite, 
And live a Coward in thine own Eſteem ? 
Letting 1 dare not, wait upon I would, 
Like the poor Cat i th' Adage. 

Mach. Prethee, Peace: 
I dare do all that may becomg a Man; 
Who dares do more is none. 


err OoneGcaculrcgdeargrar”r err eren 


great 
Mach. Bring - > 
For thy undaunted Metal ſhould compole 
Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiv'd, 
When we have mark d with Blood thole ſleepy two 
0f his own Chamber, and us d their very Dagger“, 
That they have don't ? Wo 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, < » 
uwe hall make our Griefs and Clamour roar, 


and bend 


Vpon his Death? 


Mach. 1 am ſetled, 


hich corporal Agent to this ible Feat, 
Y Ls Away, 


ACT IL SCENE | 


SCENE « Hall. 
Exter Banquo, and Fleance with 4 Torch before him. 
Ban. OW the Night, ? 
H File. The 222 1 have not hund 


Ban. And ſhe goes down at Twelve. 
Fle. I take't, tis latter, Sir. 
Ban. Hold, take my Sword, there's Hubs 
Their Candles are all our. Take thee that — 
A heavy Summons lyes like lead upon me. 
And yet I would not ſleep: Merciful Powers 
Reſtrain in me the curſed Thoughts, that Nature 
Gives way to in repoſe. 
Enter Macbe h, and a Servant with a Torch. 
Give me my Sword : Who's there? 
Macb. A Friend. 
Ban. Whir, Sir. not yet at reſt? The King's a- bed, 
He hath been in unuſual Pleaſure, 
And ſent forth a great Largeſs to your Officers, 
This Diamond he greets your Wife withal, 
By the Name of moſt kind Hoſteſs, 
And ſhut it up in meaſureleſs Content. 
Mach. Being unprepar'd, 
Our Will became the Servant to defect, 
Which elſe ſhould free have wrought. 
Ban. Al's well. 
I dreamt laſt Night of the three weyward Siſters ; 
To you they have ſhew'd ſome Truth. 
Mach. I think not of them; [ 
Yet when we can intreat an Hour to ſerve 


We would ſome _— that Buſineſs, 
H. you — 1 * 
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At kind Leiſure. 
—o\ I don ſhall cleave to my Conſent, when *tis, 
I hall make Honour for you. 
Ban. So | loſe none, but ail keep 
ſceking to it, | 
8 COS frame is'd, and Allegiance clear, 


| ſhall be counſell d. 
Mach. Good Repoſe the while. 
B. Thanks, Sir; the like to yw- Exit Banquo. 
Maeb. Go, bid thy Miſtreſs, when my Drink is ready, 
the ſtrike upon the Bell. Get thee to bed. [ Exit Servant. 
ea | his a Dagger which 1 ſee before me, 
the Handle toward my Hand? Come let me clutchthee------ 
| have thee not, and yet 1 fee thee Gill, 
ut thou not, fatal Vihon, ſenſible 
_ | To feeling, as to fight? Or art thou but 
Wn, | Digger of the Mind, a falſe Creation, 
Proceeding from the Heat-oppreſſcd Brain? 
| ſee thee yet, in form, as palpable 
As this which now 1 draw, 
Thou marſhal' me the way that I was going, 
And ſuch an Inſtrument I was to uſe, 
Mine Eyes are made the Fools o'th' ther Senſes, 
Or elſe worth all the ref —— I ſee thee ill, 
And on thy Blade, and eon, Gouts of Blood 
Which was not fo before. There's no fuch thing 
I is the bloody Buſineſs, which informs 
This to mine Eyes. Now o'er the one half world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked Dreams abuſe 
| The Curtain'd fleep; now Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's Offerings, and wither'd Murtber, 
Aurum'u by his Sentinel, the Wolf, 
Whoſe howl's his Watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
Vith Tarquin 's raviſhirg fides, towards his 
Moves like a Ghoſt. Thou four and firm-ſer Earth, 
Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very Stones prate of my where-abour, a 
Aud take the preſent Horror from the time, | 
Which now fuirs with it. Whilt I threat, be lives; 


Words 


252 The Tragedy of Macbeth 
Words to the beat of Deeds too cold breath gives. 


1 LA Rui ring, 
I go, and it is done; the Bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a Knell, 
That ſummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell. [ Exit. 
Enter Lady. (dold: 
That whick hath made them drunk, hath made me 
What ht them, hath given me Fire. Hark ! Peace! 
It was the Owl that ſhrick'd, the fatal Bell-Man, 
Which gives the ſtern ſt Night—— he is about it 
The Doors are open; the ſurfeited Grooms 
„„ I have drugg d their 
0 


ir 
— — yes th' ſecond Chamber ? 


Lady Donal6aine 
2 A foolifh Thaup wk ſorry fight. 
.A ; t, to fay 2 
— There's one did ia's foep, cad ene at 


Murther | 
That they did wake each other; I ſtood, and heard them; 
| Bat they did ſay their Prayers, and addreſt them 


| Cady. There are two lodg'd together. 


Madd, 
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Mech, One cry'd, God bleſs us, and Amen the other, 
ksthey had ſeen me with theſe Fangman's Hands, 

Aung their Fear; I could not ſay Amen, 

Lacy. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen? 
had 

Lady. 


_ 
o 


moſt need of Bleſſing, and Amen ſtuck in my Throat. 
Theſe Deeds muſt not be thought, after theſe 
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of each dxy's Lite, fore Labours Bath, 


2. 


hurt Minds, great Nature's ſecond Courſe, 
Nouriſher in Life's Feaſt. 
hat do you mean ? 


it cry'd, Sleep no more, to all the Houſe; 

— 1 2 therefore Cawdor 

more; Macbeth ſhall ſleep no more. 

was it that thus cry'd ? Why, worthy Thaze, 
, to think 
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ing and the dead 
Eye Child- hood, 
il. It he do bleed, 
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| Will all great Neptame's Ocean waſh this Blood 
| Clean from my Hand? No, this my Hand will rather 
Enter Lady. 
of your Colour; but I ſhame 
. [ Knock, | 
| Hith left you. ; 
= Hark, more Knocking. [ Knock. 
Get on your Night-Gown, leſt occafion call us, | 
= And ſhew us to be — be not loſt 
So ly in thoughts. 
Es To — my deed, [ Knack, 
Twere beſt-not-know my ſelf. | 
Wake Duncan with this knocking : 
1 would thou could'ſt. [ Exeant, 
Enter a Porter. 3 
2 [ Knocking within, 
Pore. Here's a Knocking indeed: If a Man were Porter 


of Hell-Gate, he ſhould have old turning the Key. Knock. 
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there, 1th* name of Bel. 
zebub? Here's a Farmer, that hang d himſelf on th' ex- 
pectation of Plenty: Come in time, bave Napkins | 
about you, here you”! ſweat fort. Knock. Knock, knocr. | 
Who's there in th other Devils Name? Faith, here's aa | 

\ 


quivocator, that could ſwear in both the Scales, againit 


= Scale, who committed Treaſon enough for God's 
= fake, yet could not equivocate to Heay*n : Oh come in, 
| Equivocator. Knock. Knock, knock, knock. Who's 
there? Faith, bere's an Engliſh Tailor come hither for | 
Healing out of a French Hole: Come in Taylor, here you 
may roaſt your Goole. Knock. Knock, knock. Newer at 
2 What are you? But this place is to cold for Hell. 
Tu Devil-porter it no further: I had thought to have let 
in ſome of all Profeſſions, that go the Primroſe way to thi” 
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as it ſo late, Friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do lye fo late? 

Port, Faith. Sir, we were carouſing till the ſecond Cock: 
And Drink, Sir, is a great Provoker of three things. 

Macd. What three things does Drink eſpecially pro- 
yoke ? 

Port. Marry, Sir, Noſe-painting, Sleep, and Urine. 

„Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes; it provokes 

the Ire, but it takes away the Performance. There- 
fore much Drink may be ſaid to be an Equivocator with 
Lerchery ; it makes him and it mars him; it ſets him on, 
and it takes him off; it perſwades him, and diſheartens 
bim; makes him Rand to, and not lar d to; in Conclu- 
lion, equivocates him into a ſleep, and giving him the 
Lie, leaves him. 

Macd. | believe Drink gave thee the Lie laſt Nigbt. 

Port. That it did, Sir, i' the very Throat on me; but I 
requitedd him for his Lie, and, I think, being too 
tor him, though he took my s ſometime, 
made a ſhift to caſt him. * * 

Enter Macbeth. 

' Macd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring ? 
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command me to call time ly on him, 
the Hour. 

1 16 to him. 

1 is a Joyful trouble to you : 

one. 


The labour we delight in, Phyſick's pain; 


1 
ſo bold to call, for tis my limited 
[Exu Micduff. 
King hence to day? 


He does; he did appoint fo. Len, 
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278 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
Lady. Help me bence, ho! — [Seerning to fai 
Mac d. — to the Lady. 5 * 
Mal. Why do we hold our Tongues, 

That moſt may claim this Argument for ours? 

Don. What ſhould be ſpoken here, 

Where our Fate hid within an awger- hole, 

May ruſh, and ſeize us? Let's away, 

Our Tears are not yet brew'd. 

Mal. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 

Upon the foot of Motion. | 
Ban. Look to the Lady; {Lady Macbeth is carried ou, 

And when we have our naked Frailries hid, 

That ſuffer in expoſure: let us meet. 

And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of Work, 

To know it further. Fears Scruples ſhake us: 

In the great band of — | ſtand, and 

Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 

Ot treaſonous — E 


— 
2 
Q. 
© 
— 
— — 


Mach. Let's briefly put on manly readineſs, 
And meet i' th Hall together. 
A. Well contented. Extunt. 
Mal. What will you do ? Let's not confort with them: 
To ſhew an unfelt Sorrow, is an Oſſic e | 
Which the falſe Man does eafie. II ro England. 
Don. To Ireland, I; our ſeparated Fortune, 
Shall keep us both the ſafer; where we are, 
There's Daggers in Mens Smiles; the near in Blood, 
The nearer bloody. | 
Mal. This murderous ſhaft that's ſhot, | 
Hath not yet lighted; and our ſafeſt way, | 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore to 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking. 
But ſhift away; — — in that Theft, 
Which Reals it ſelf, when there's no Mercy left. 
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SCENE Il. 


Enter Roſſe, with an Old Man. 
oli MH. Threeſcore and ten l can remember well, 

Vichin the Volume of which time, I have ſeen 
| Hours dreadful, and things ſtrange ; but this fore Night 
Huth trifled former knowings. 
' Roſe. Ah, good Father, 
Thou ſeeſt the Heav'ns, as troubled with Man's Act, 
Threaten his bloody Stage: By th' Clock tis Day, 
And yet dark Night ſtrangles the travelling Lamp 
lat Night's predominance, or the Day s ſhame, 
That s does the face of Earth intomb, 
When living Light ſhoufd kiſs it ? 

Old M. Lis unnatural, 


| deen like the Deed that's done. On Tweſday laft, 


A Faulcon towring in her pride of Phce, 

Was by a mculing Ow! hawkt at, and kill d. 
ee. And Danes Horfes, 

A thing moſt ſtrange and certain! 

Bequteous and ſwitt, the Minions of their Race, 
' Turn'd wild in Nature, broke their Stalls, lung out, 
| Contending gainſt x - wa as they would 


|  O!UM. Ti faid, they eat each other. 
| Roſſe. They did ſo; 
To tt'amazement of mine Eyes, that look d upon't, 
| Vere he good Macdff. = 
comes t Macau. 
How goes the World, Sir, now ? 
in ſee — 
't known who did this more than bloody Deed? 
Macd. Thoſe that Macheth hath flain. 


? 
ad; 


Roſe. 
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260 The Tragedy of Macbeth 
Roſe. 'Gainſt Nature ſtill; ' 
Thrittlefs Ambition! that will raven upon 
1 
Macd. He is already nam d, and gone to Scone 
3 Body ? 
Rofſe. Where is Duncan's 
Macd. Carried to Colmeſpill, 
The Sacred Store-houſe ot his Predeceſſors, 
1 Bones. 
. Wi to Scone? 
Macd. No, Couſin, III co Fife. 
Roſſe. — I will — * 
Macd. Well ma , things we there; adieu. 
Leſt our old Robes fit eaſier than our new. 


Roſſe. Farewel, Father. * 
Ola M. God's beniſon HIDES Sir, and with thoſe 
bad, and Friends of Foes.[ Exexn:. 


That would make good 


ACT m. SCENE I. 


SCENE A Royal Apartment. 


Enter Banquo. 
. Tov haſt it now, King, Candi, Glam, all, 
As the ward Women promis d, and | fear 
Thou plaid'ſt moſt foully for't : Yet it was faid 
It ſhould not ſtand in thy Poſterity, 
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Feaſt, 
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been as 2 gap in our great 
ings unbecom 


* — of Macbeth, 


. They are, my Lord, without the Palace Gate. 
Mach. Bring them before us. [Exit Servant, 

To be thus, is nothing. 

But to be ſafely thus: Our fears in Banque 

Stick deep, and in his Royalty of Nature 

es that which would be d. Tis much he dares, 

And to that dauntleſs of his Mind, 

He hath a Wiſdom that doth guide his Valour, 

To act in ſafety. There is none but he, 

Whoſe Being 1 do fear: And under him, 

My Genius is rebuk'd; as it is {iid 

Mark Ar.thony's was by Caſar; he chid the Siſters, 

When firſt they put the Name of King upon me, 

And bad them ſpeak to bim; then Prophet | ke, 

They hail'd him Father to a lice of Kings. 


Upon my Head, 2 plac d a truitlets Crown, 
And put a barren Sceprer i in my Gripe 

Thence to be wrench'd with an $ Hand, 
No Son of mine ſucceeding: * t be ſo, 

For Banguo's Iſſue have | Mind, 

For them, the 4 I murther d, 


— — of my Peace 
Only for them, and mine Eternal Jewel 
Dp 02s cs y of Man, 

o make them Kings, Seeds of Banguo Ki : 
Rather than ſo, — Fate into the Liſt, 880 
And Champion me to th utterance — 

Who's there ? 

Enter Servant, and two Murtherers. 

Now go to the Door, and ſtay there till we call. 
Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ſs 

as we ? 

Mur. lt was, fo pleaſe your Highneſs. 

Macdb. Well then, 

Now you have confider'd of my Speeches? know 

That it was he, in the times paſt, which held you 
So under Fortune, which you t ht had been 
Our innocent ſelf, this 1 — good to you, 
In our laſt Conference, paſt in probation with you 


How you were born in Hand, bow croſt. te rum 
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e 
To half a __ and to a Notion craz d. 
thus Ban quo. 

gr You made it knowa to us. 

Mach. 1 did ſo; and went further, which is now 
Our point of ſecond Meeting, Do you find 
Your Patience fo predominant in your Natur-. 
That you can let this go? Are you fo Coſpell d 
To pray for this good Man, and for his luue, 
Whoſe heavy Hand hath bow'd you to the Grave, 
And ho, yours for ever? | 

1 Mur. We are Men, my Liege. | 

Mach. Ay, in the. Catalogue ye go for Men, | 
u Hounds, and oy hounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs, 

Showghes, Water-R = and Demy-Wolves are clipe 

All FT the Name cf the file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſv ift, flow, the ſubtle, 
The Houſe-Keeper, the Hunter, every one 
according to the Gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike: And ſo of Men. 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, 
And not in the worſt rank of Manhood, fay it; 
Ad I will put the Buſineſs in your Boſoms, 
Whoſe Execution takes your Enemy off; 
Grapples you to the Heart, and love of us, 
Who wear our Health but ſickly in his Lite, 
Which in his Death were pertect. 

2 Mur. I am one, m 


Whom the vile Blows and Buffets of the World 
tive {o incens'd that 1 am recklels what 
I do, to ſpite the World. 
_ And I another, 

wear y with Diſaſters, tugg'd with Fortune, 
That 1 | week fir my Life on any 
To mend nd it or be don't 
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266 * The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
The 8 2 hums, _ 
Hath Night's yawning ſhall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. * 

Lady. What's to be done 

Mach. Be innocent of the Knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
'Till thou applaud the deed: Come, ſealing Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, | 
And wuh thy bloody and inviſible Hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great Bond, 
Which keeps me pale. Light thickens, and the Crow 
Makes Wing to th Rooky Wood: : 
Good things of Day begin to droop, and drowze, 
Whiles Night's black Agents to their Preys do rowze. 
Thou marvell'ſt at my PR: £5 hold thee ſtill; 
Things bad begun, make ſtrong themſclves by ill: 
So prithee go with me, [ Exexnt, 


SCENE IL 


SCENE A Park, the Caſtle at a Diſtance. 


Enter three Murtherers. 


1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us? 
23 Mur. Macbeth. 
2 Mur. He needs not our miſtruſt, ſince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direction juſt. 
1 Mur. Then ſtand with us. 
The Weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks ct Day. 
Now ſpurs the lateſt Traveller apace, 
To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches 
The ſubject of our Watch. 
3 Mur. Hark, I hear Horſes. 
Bauquo withm. Give us a Light there, ho. 
2 Mur. Then tis he: | 
The reſt, that are within the note of expectation. 
Alre:dy are i'th' Court. 
1 Mur. His Horſes go avout, 
3 Mur. Almoſt a Mile: but he does uſually, 
So ail Mcn do, from hence to th' Palace Gate, 
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Enter Banquo and Fleance, with @ Torch. 

: Mw. A Light, a Light. 

z. Tis he. 

Mur. — 8 

Bas. It will be rain to Night. 
In ſal upon Banquo and kill him; in the ſcuffleFleance eſcapes. 
r. Let it come down. 

bas. O, 1 0 
Fi, Fleance, fly, fly. fly, 
. revenge 0 Sale Dies, 
Mur. Who did ſtrike out the Light? 

Mw. Was't not the way? 

uur, There's but one down; the Son is fled. 
ur. We have loſt 
u. n half of our Affair. 


ur. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done. [ Exe. 
SCENE III. A Room of State. 


Banquet prepar d. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roſſe, Lenox, 
Lords, and Attendants. 


Mach, You know your own Degrees, ſit down. 
ind firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. 
Lad. Thanks to your Majeſty. 
Nach. Our ſelf will mingle with Socie · y. 
ad play the humble Hoſt : 
ir Hoſteſs keeps her State, but in the beſt time 
Te will require her welcome. [They fit. 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends. 
r my Heart ſpeaks, they are welcome. 
Enter firſt Murtherer. 
Mach See they encounter thee wirh their Hearts thanks, 
i files are even: here I'll fit i'th* mid ſt, 
: arpe in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meaſure 


& Table round. There's Blood upon thy Face. [ To the Mur. 1 
Mar. Lis Banquo's then. 


ach. Tis better thee without, than he within. 
ite diſpatch d? 


u, My Lord, bis Throat is cut, that I did for bim. 
N M 2 Mach. 
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Mach. Thou art the beft o'th' Cut throats; yet he is good, 

_ © That did the like for Flaance: if thou did x it, = 

Thou art the Non- f | 
Mar. Moſt Sir, 

Fleance is 'ſcap'd. 
Mach. Then comes my Fit again: 

] had elſe been perfect; 

Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock, 

As broad, and general, as the Air: 

But now I am cabin d, crib'd, confin'd, bound in 

To fawey doubts and fears. But Bangquo's fafe? —- 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord: ſaſe in a Ditch he bides, 

r 

The leaſt a h to Nature. 


Lady. My 
You do no! wie? the Cheer; the Feaſt is (ld 
That is not often vouched, while tis making 
Tis given with welcome; to feed were beſt at home; 
From thence, the Sawce to Meat is Ceremony, 

mg were bare without it. 


FFP ere no WuH]bYco wm 


Lays blame upon his promiſe. Pleas't your Highneſs 

* To grace us with your Royal Company? 
Mach. The Table's full. [ Starting. 
Len. Here is a place reſery'd, Sir: 
Macb, Where? 


> 2 JI> ©” 


La. 


2 


an der f l dt u. never ſhake 
Locks at ine. 


ke will gain be well , 03, oy 


You ſhall _—_ and extend his Paſſion ; 
m 


Feed, and regard 
Mach, Ay, and a 


kuthoriz'd by AID wa . ſelft— 
Why do you make ſuch Faces? whea all's done 
You look but on a ſtool. 
Mi! look! lo! how ay you! [Poinin to the cl 
! loe! you? [Pomting to 
Why, what care I, if thou LR nod, ſpeak too. 2 
F Charael-Houſes, and our Graves mult ſend | | 
Thoſe that we bury, back; our Monuments | 
dul be the Maws of Kites. [The Ghoſt van. ſhe 3 
Lach. What ? quite unmann'd in Folly ? 


270 


And all to all. 


And dare me to the Deſart with thy Sword; 


Unreal Mock ry hence. Why — 
[ | 


— — 
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And us from our Stools; this is more firange 
9 


— My worthy Lord, 
Your bie Friends do lack you. 

Macdb. I do forget —— | | 
Do not muſe at me. my moſt worthy Fri 
I have a ſtrange Infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me. Come, Love and Health to al, 
Then III ” 8 Give L —＋ Wine, fill full 

As he is drinking, the Ghoſt riſes again | 

I drink to th' general Joy of the el Tal * 
And to our dear Friend Banquo, whom we miſs, 
Would he were bert; to all, and him, we thi, 


* 99888 


Lords. Our Duties, and the pledge. 

Macb. Avant, and quit my Sight, let the Earth hide thee: 
Thy Bones are marrowleſs; thy Blocd is cold; 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe Eyes, 
Which thou doſt glare with. " 

Think of this, good Peers, 

But as a thing of Cuſtom; 'tis no other, 
Oaly it ſpoils the Pleaſure of the time. 
Mach. What Man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſian Bear, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or th' Hyrcan Tyger, 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm Nerves 
Shall never tremble. O be alive again, 


mJ EY >» 


If trembling | inhabit, then proteſt me 
The Baby of a Girl. Hence horrible Shadow, 


I am a Man again: Pray you ſit ſtill. [The Lords riſe | | 
| Lady. You have diſplac'd the Mirth, broke the good g, 
With moſt admir'd diſorder. 

Mach. Can ſuch things be, 
And overcome us like a Summer's Cloud 
Without our ſpecial wonder? You make me firange, 
Even to the diſpoſition that I owe, wil, 


| 


| Attend his Majeſty. 
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When now L think you can behold fuch ſights, 
And keep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. 

Roſe. What fights, my Lord? 

Lady. 1 pray you ſpeak not; he grows worſe and worſe, 
Queſtion enrages him : at once, Good-night. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Len. Good-night, and better Health 


Lady. A kind Good-night to all. [ Exernt Lords. 
Mach. It will have Blood they fay ; Blood will have Blood: 
Stones have been known to move, and Trees to ſpeak; 
, that underſtood Relations, have 
By Maggot-Pyes, and Choughs, and Rooks brought forth 
The fecret'ſt Man of Blood. What is the Night? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with Morning, which is which. 
Mach. How fay'ſt thou, that Macd»ff d enies his Perſon, 
kt our great bidding? 
Lady. Did you ſend to him, Sir? 
Mach. 1 hear it by the way; but 1 will ſend: 
There's not a one of them. but in his Houſe 
| keep a Servant Fee'd. I will to Morrow 
(4nd betimes Iwill) to the wizard Siſters. 
More ſhall they ſpeak; for now I am bent to know 
= worlt means, the worſt, for mine own good; 
Cauſes ſhall give way, I am in Blood 
ſpent in ſo far, that ſhould I wade no more, 
ing were as tedions as go oer: 
ings | have in Head, that will to Hand, 


F 


h muſt be ated, ere they may be ſcann d. 


h 
When 


Lady. You lack the Seaſon of all Natures, Sleep. 


Mach. Come, ve l to Sleep; My ſtrange and felf-:buſe 
bthe initiate Fur, that wants hard uſe: 


he ue yet but young indeed. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. The Heath. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 
2 Hecate, you look angerly 
=o + 


Hec. 
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Her. Have I not Reaſon, Beldams, as you are? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To trade and traffick with Macbeth, 
In Riddles, and Affairs of Death; 
And I the Miſtreſs of your Charms, 
The cloſe contriver of all harms, 
Was never call'd to bear my part, 
Or ſhew the glory of our Art? 


And which is worſe, all you have done 
Hath been but for a wayward Son, 
Spighrful and wrathful, who, as others de, 
. 

e a now ; 
And at the e 


T am for th Air: this 
Uato a diſmal, and a 


There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, 

Il catch it ere it comg to gre und; 

And thae diſtill'd by ick lights, 
A, 4 

the ſtrength of their Illuſion, 

draw him on to bis Confuſion: 

ſhall ſpurn Fate, ſcorn Death, and bear 


His hopes bove Wiſdom, Grace, and Fear: 
. 

s chi Enemy. and a 
Hark I am call'd; m Aue 0 * 
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SCENE V. 


hought. how monſtrous 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbaine 
To kill their gracious Father? Damned Fact! 
How it did grieve Macbeth? Did he not ſtraight 
pious „the two Delinquents tear, 


That were the Slaves of Drink, and Thralls cf Sleep? 
Vas that not nob'y done? ay, and wiſely too; 
For 'twould have anger d any Heart alive 
To hear the Men deny't. So that I fay, 
He has born all things well, and I do think, 
That had he Duncan s Sons under the Key, 
he 


From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth, 
live in the Engliſh Court, and are receiv'd 

Ot the moſt pious Edward, with ſuch 

That the Malevolence of Fortune, nothing 

Takes from his h 
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Do faithful , and receive free Honours, 
All which we pine for now. And this 
Hath ſo exaſperated their King, that he 
for ſome attempt of War. 

Len. Sent he to ? 

Lord. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not I, 
The cloudy Meſſenger turns me his Back, 
And hums; as who fhould ſay, you'll rue the time 
That clogs me with this Anſwer. 
Len. And that well might, 


" Adviſe him to a cawion, t'hold what diſtance 


His Wiſdom can provide. Some Holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of England, and unfold 
His Meſſage ere he com, that a ſwift Bleſſing 
May ſoon return to this our ſuff-ring Country, 
Under a Hand accurs'd. 


Lord. I'll fend my Prayers with him. [ Exeunt, 


Mmm 


— — 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE A dark Cave, in the middle a great 
Canldron burning. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 


: Hit F Hrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd. 
2 Wit. Thrice, and once the Hedge-Pig whin'd, 
3 Hit. Harpier crys, tis time, tis time. 
1 Wit. Round about the Cauldron go, 
In the poiſon d Eatrails throw. 
[ They march round the Cauldron. and throw in the ſeveral 
5 ents as for the Preparation of their Charm. 
Toad, that under the cold Scone, 
Days and Nights, has thirty one: 
Swelter'd Venom ſleeping got, 
Boil thou firſt i' th' charmed Pot. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble, 


—— ww» o=nV(mc< cor rzogd === CKETCzrTFaDoH[" 


w_ Cc _ 


„ 


The Tragedy of Macbeth. 


+ Ws. Fillet of a 22 
u the Cauldron boil and ; 
dye of Newt, and Toe of Frog; 
Wool of Bat, and Tongue of Dog; 
adders Fork, and Blind- worms Sting, 
lizard's Leg, and Howlet's Wing: 
For a Charm of powerful Trou 
Like a Hell-broth, boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble. 
fire buro, and Cauldron bubble. 
; Wit. Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulf 
Of the ravin'd falt Sea Shark; 
Root of Hemlock, digg d i'th* dark; 
Liver of Blaſpheming Few: 
Gall of Goat, and Slips of Yew, 
Aver d in the Moon's Eclipſe; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's Lips; 
Finger of Birth-ſtrangled Babe, 
ich- deliver d, by a Drab, 
Make the Gruel thick, and flab. 
Add thereto a Tyger's Chawdron, 
For th Ingredients of our Cauldron. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Wit. Cool it with a Baboon's Blood, 
Then the Charm is firm and good. 
Enter Hecate, and ber three Witches. 
Hec. O! well done! I commend your pains, 
nd every one ſhall ſhare 'th' gains: 


Die Spirits and Gr 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
Lon that mingle may. 3.4 
2 Wit. By the prickiog of my Thumbs 
ting wicked this way comes: = 
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1 black, and midni 

n 2 
All. A deed without a Name. 


Mach. I con by that which you profeſs, 
har ove you cams to iewes i, anſwer me. 


— 1 ou untie the Winds. and let them fight 
Again the Churches; though the yeſty Waves 

Con found and ſwallow Navigation up; 

h bladed Corn he lodg'd, and Trees blown down, 
Toough Caſtles topple on their Warders Heads; 

Palaces, and Pyramids do ſlope 

Their Heads to their Foundations; though the Treaſure 
Of Natures Germain, tumble alrogether, 
Even till deſtruction ficken; anſwer me, 
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3 is like the firſt — 
former filthy Hags! 

me this? A fourth ?----Start Eye! 
ſtretch out to th crack of Doom? 
ſeventh! I'll fee no more 


T 


For the Blood-bolter'd Banque ſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What is this fo? 
1 Wie. Ay Sir, all this is fo. But why 


Stands thus amazedly ? | 
up his Spri 
And ſhew the beſt of our Delights, 


II charm the Air to give a ſound, 


pay. [Mufick, 

[The Witches dance, and vaniſh. 

Gone? Let this pernicious hour, 
Kalender. 


Len. What's your Grace's Will ? 
Mach. Saw you the Wizard Siſters? 
Len. No, my Lord. 


my 
Mach. Infected be the Air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them. I did hear 


Mach, 
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Math. Fled to England? 

Ln. Ay, my good Lord- 

Mach. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread Exploits: 
The flighty purpoſe never is O er- took 
Ualeſs the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firſtling of my Heart ſhall be 
The firftling of my Hand. And even now 
ToCrown my Thoughts with Acts, beit thought and done; 
The Caftle of Macduff 1 will ſurprize, ; 
dere upon Fife, give to the edge o th' Sword 
nn boaſting like a Fool, 
That trace him in his Line. No | ea 
This deed III do, before this purpoſe cool, 
But no more ſights. Where are theſe Gentlemen? 
Come, bring me where they are. [Exennt, 


SCENE U. Macduffs Caftle. 


Enter Lady Macdufi, her Son, and Roſſe. 


L. Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the Land # 

Roſe. You muſt have patience, Madam. 

L. Macd. He had none; 
His flight was Madneſs; when our Actions do not, 
Our Fears do make us Traitors. 

Roſſe. You know not, 
Whether it was his Wiſdom, or his Fear. 

L. Macd. Wiſdom? to leave his Wife, to leave his Babes, 
His Manſjon, and his Titles, in a place * 
From whence bimſelf does fly ? He loves us not, 

He wants the natural Touch; for the poor Wren, 
The moſt diminutive of Birds, will fight, 

Her young Ones in her Neſt, againſt the Owl: 
All is the Fear, and nothing is the Love; 

As little is the Wiſdom, where the flight 

80 runs againſt all reaſon. 

Roſſe. My deareſt —_ 

pray you School your ſelf; but for Husband, 
He is Noble, Wiſe, Judicious, and 71 

The firs o th Seaſon. | dare not ſpeak much further; 
ut cruel are the times, when we are Traitors, 
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And do not know ourſelves: When we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 


Bleſſing ou. 

T. Hd Father d be is, and yet he's Fatherleſs. 
Roſſe. I ara ſo much a Fool, ſhould I ſtay longer, 

8 ng Diſgrace, and your Diſcomfort. 


7 
£1 
i 
rh 


is not dead for all your ſay ing. | 
is dead ; how wilt thou do for a Father ? 
will do for a Hu-band ? 
I can buy me twenty at any Market. 
U buy em to fell again. 
2 with all thy wit, 
with wit enough for thee. 
y Father a Traitor, Mother: 


* 
1 
A 


Ir 
J 


J 
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15 
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M 


be all Traitors that do ſo? | 
one that does ſo is a Traitor, 


d. 
muſt they all be bang d that ſwear and le? 


T4 
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@ them? 
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hang up them. 
_ v y 
how wilt thou 


have a new Father. 
L. Macd. Poor Pratler, how thou talk'ſt. 
_ Enter 4 . 
fair Dame, | am not to you known, 
— in your State of Honour 1 am perfe®; 
I ſome danger does approach you nearly. 
If you will take a homely Man's advice, 
de not found here; hence with your little Ones; 
To fright you thus, methinks 1 am too ſavage; 
To do worſe to you, were fell Cruelty, 
Which is too nigh your Perſon. Heay'n preſerve you, 
I dare abide no longer. [ Exit Meſſenger. 
L.Macd. Whither ſhould | fly? 
I have done no harm. But 1 remember now 
lam in this earthly World ; where to do harm 
l often laudable, to do ſometime 
Accounted dangerous Folly. Why then, alas! 
Do I put up that W 
To fay 1 had done no harm : What are theſe Faces? 


in no place ſo unſanctified, 
thou may ſt find him. 
Mur. He's a Traitor. 
Sen. Thou ly ft, thou ſhag- ear d Villain. 
Mur. W 


hat you Egg? [Stabbing him. 
Young fry of T ? 
Son. He has kill'd me, Mother, SY” 
Run away, I pray you. [Exis, crying Murther, 
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SCENE III. The King of England; 


alace. 


Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 


Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate Shade; and there 
Weep car fad Zoſoms empty. 
Mac d. Let us rather | 
Hold t ſt the mortal Sword; and like good Men, 
Beftride our downfal Birth dome: Each n- Morn, 
New Widows how] new Orphans cry. new Sorrows 
Strike He- ven on the Fice, that it reſounds 
As if it felt with Scorland, and ye lld out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 
Mal. What I 5-lieve, Pll wail; 
What k ow, bel:eve; and what I can redreſs, 
As | ſhall fi d the time to friend. I will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be fo perchance; 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole Name bliſters our Tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt: You have loy'd him well, 
He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young, but ſomething 
You may diſcern of him through me, and wiſdom 
To offer up a weak. poor innocent Lamb, 
T appeaſe an angry God. 
Macd. I am not treacherous. 
Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous Nature may recoil 
In an imperial Charge. But I ſhall crave your Pardon: 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe; 
are bright till, the brighteſt fell. 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of Grace, 
Yet Grace muſt ſtill look fo. 
Maecd. I have leſt my . 
Mal. Perchance, even there, where I did find my doub:s. 
Why in that rawneſs left you Wife and Children? 
Thoſe precious Motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of Love, 
Without leave-taking. I pray you, 
Let not my Jealoufies, be your Diſhonours, 
But mine on Safeties: You may be rightly juſt, 


Maid. 


7 


— — 
Frese 


O; 


Muc Bleed, bleed, poor 
Great Tyranny. lay thou th 


For Goodneſs dares not —— wear thou thy wrongs, 


The Title is afraid. Fare thee well, Lord, 

| would not be the Villain that thou think ſt, 

For the whole ſpace that's in the Tyrant's Graſp, 

And the rich Eaſt to boot. . 
Mal. Be not offended ; 

| ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you : 


I chink our Country finks beneath the Yoak, 


It weeps, it bleeds, and each new Day a Gaſh 
Is added to her Wounds, I think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifred in my right: 
And here from gracious England have J offer 
Of goodly thouſands. But tor all this, 
When I ſhall tread upon the Tyrant's Head, 
Or wear ir on my Sword; yet my poor Country 
Shall have more Vices than i: had before, 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceed, 
Macd. What ſhould he be? 
Mal. It is my ſelf 1 mean, in whom 1 know 
All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 
That when they ſhall be open d, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as Snow, and the poor State 
Efteem him as a Lamb, being compar d 
With my confineleſs harms. 
Macd. Not in the Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Devil —_——— 
In Evils, to top Macbeth. 
Mal. I grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Avaricious, Falſe, Deceitful, 
Sudden, Malicious, ſmoaking of every Sin 
That has a Name. But there's no bottom, none 
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illing Dames enough, there cannot be 


122 


Avarice, that were I King, 

cut off the Nobles for their Lands; 

his Jewels, and this other's Houſe, 

—— would be as a Sawce 
me 


cold. The time you may > Hoodwink, 
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ſtands 
had do's blaſ his Breed? thy 
| Vas a moſt fat ted King; the £ 
(finer upon her Knees, than on her Feet, 
devery Day ſhe liv'd. Fare thee well, 
Tek Evils thou ſt upon thy ſelf, 


bore thee, 


* Hive baniſh'd me Scotland. O my Breaſt, . 
Thy hope ends here. 
Mal. Macduff, this noble Paſſion, * 


(hild of Integrity, hath from my Soul 
Vip'd the black Scruples, reconcil'd my Thoughts 


To thy good truth, and honour. Devilliſh Macbeth, 
by many of theſe trains, hath ſ to win me 
Into his Power; and modeſt Wiſdom plucks me 


from over- credulous haſte; but God above 
Deal between thee and me; for even now 

1 Iput my ſelf to thy direction, and 

Vaſpeak mine own detraction, here abjure 
The taints, and blames I laid upon my ſelf, 
for Strangers to my Nature. I am yet 

| Vnaknown to Women. never was forſworn, 
Sarcely have coveted what was mine own, 

* no time broke my Faith, would not betray 


The Devil to his Fellow, and -, of _ king 


Nolels in Truth than Life. My 
Vas this upon my ſel ; what I am truly 
ls thine, and my poor Country's to command: 
Viither inciced, before thy here 
| > rag win ten thouſand iy == Men, 

y at a point, was . 
Now we'!! —— and og of 
ſe like our warranted Quarrel. Why are you ſilent? 


| Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things, at once; 


— — 
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| Enter 4 Doctor. 
Mal. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth, I pray, 
* A Sir; there are a Crew of yretched Souls &, 
That ſtay his Cure; their Malady convinces . 
The great Aſſay of Art. But at his touch, 
Such ſanctity hath Heav'n given his Hand, 
They tly amend. (Exit, 
I thank you. Doctor. 
Macd. What's the Diſcaſe he means? 
Mal. *Tis calFd the Evil, 
A moſt miraculous Work in this good King. 
Which often ſince my here remain in England, 
I have-ſeen him do. How he ſolicits Heav'n, 
Himſelf beſt knows; but ſtrangely viſited People, 
All fwoln and Ulcerous, pititul to the Eye, Of 
The mere deſpair of Surgery. he cures, 
ing a Golden Stamp abou: their Necks, 
Put on with holy Prayers, and 'tis ſpoken 
To the ſucceeding Royalty he l-aves 
The healing enedictiun; with this ſtrayge Virtue, 
He hath a Heavenly Gift of Prophecy. 
And ſundry Bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
That ſpeak him full o Grace. 
Enter R ſſe. | 
Macd. See, who comes here. 
Mal. My Country-man; bur yet I know him not. 
Macd. My ever gentle Couſin, welcome hither. 
Mal. | know him now. Good God betimes remove 
The means, the means that makes us Strangers. 
Roſſe. Sir, Amen. 
Macd. Stand Scc*land where it did? 
Roſfſe. Alas poor Country, 
Almoſt afraid to know it ſelf. It cannot 
Be call'd our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſcen to ſmile: 
Where Sighs and Groans, and Shrieks that rend the Air 
Are made, not mark d; where violent Sorrow ſecms 
A modern ecſtaſie: The Dead-man's Kne!l 
Is there ſcarce ask d, tor who; and good Mens lives - 
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ſpire before the Flowers in their Caps, 
| hying or Cer they ſicken. | 
" | Und Oh Relation! too nice, and yet too true. 
+ {| Mal. What's the neweſt Grief? 
Ree. That of an hours Age doth biſs the Speaker, 
ſach minute teems a new one. 
Mad How does my Wife? 
Roſe. Why, well. 
Macd, And all my Children? 
Reſſe. Well too. 
Mad. The Tyrant has not batter'd at their Peace? 
Roſe. No, they were well at peace when I did leave em 
Macd, Be not a niggard of your Speech: How goes it? 
Roſe. When I came hither to tranſport the Tidings 
Which I have heavily born, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellows, that were out. 
Which was to my Belief witneſt the rather, 
for that 1 faw the Tyrant's Power a-foot ; 
Now is the time of help; your Eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiers. make our Women fight, 
To doff their dire diſtre ſſes. 
Mal. Be't their comtort 
Ve are coming thither: Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thoutand Men, 
| An older, and a better Soldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives cur. 
Roſe. Would | could anſwer 
Nu comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be howyl'd out in the d- ſart Air, 
Viere hearing ſhould not catch them. 
Macd. What? concern they 
Tie general Cauſe ? or is it a Fee-grief 
dee to ſome lingle Breaſt ? 
Roſe. No Mind that's honeſt 
| Mitinit ſhares ſome woe, though the main part 
Frtains to y u alone. 
I cd. If it be mine 
ep it not trom me. quickly let me have it. 
. Let not your Ears defp ſe my Tongue for ever; 
Thich ſhall poſſeſs them with che heavieſt a 
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hey heard. 
Macd. 'l Anke 
Rose. Your Caſtle is * Wife and Babes 
2 ſlaughter d; to relate — 8 
Were, on the of theſe murther d Deer, 
To add the Deat you. 
Mal. Merciful Heav'n ! 
What Man, ne'er on bn bog your Brows; 
Give forrow s; the Grief that dot not ſpeak, x 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught Heart, ard bus it break. 
Macd. My Children too!------ 
Roſſe. Wife, Children, Servants, all that could be found. 
Macd. Ard I muſt be from thence! my Wife kill'd too! | * 
Roſſe. 1 have ſaid. | 
Mal. Be comforted. 
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ripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above 


urea their Inftruments : Receive what cheer you may, 
RT is long that never finds the Day. — 


— rene 


ACT V. SCENE IL. 


SCENE A. Anti- chamber in Macbeth's Caftle. 


Enter a Doctor of Phyſick, and a Gentlewoman. 

I Have two N watch'd with but can per- 
hs ee mo ak in your ra — it the 
uſt walk d 

. e 
en eee Tad ies upon her, 
— 


Gene. That Sir, which I will not report after her. 
Doe. You may to me, and tis moſt meet you ſhould. 


Gent. — 22 nor any one, 1 
confirm my — 


Ge. Why, it ſtood by her: 
dis her 3 * 


= 
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waſhing her bands: I have known her continue in wd 


Lac. here's a ſpot. 

Dock. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks, I will ſet down what come 
from her, to ſatisfie my remembrance the more ſtrongly, 
Lacy. Our damned {pot ; out 1 fay—— One; Twa 
-why then die time to dot—— Hell is murky. Fie, my 
Lord. Fie, a Soldier, and afraid ? what need we fear who 
knows it, when none can call our Power to account 
yer who would have thought the old Man to have had g 
-much Blood in him? 

DA. Do you mark that? 

The Thane of Fife had a Wife; where is ſhenow? 
' What, will theſe Hands uc er be clean ? — Nomored ts 
-my Lord, no more o'that: you marr all with ſtarting, 

Dock. Go to, go to; 

Fou have known what you ſhould not. 
— — 0s heh =, 1 6 
that - Heav'n knows what ſhe has known. 
Lady. Here's the ſmell of Blood ſtill: all the perfumes 
of Arabia will not ſweeten this little Hand. 
> wa figh is there? The ſorely charg'd. 
De What a is ? Heart is 
Gene. I would not have ſuch a Heart in my Boſome, 
-for the Dignity of the whole Body. 
Gem Pray God it be, Sir. 
Dock. This Diſeaſe is beyond my Practice: yet I have 
known thoſe which have walkt in their ſleep, who have? 
wa" — YL * þ 

Lady. Waſh your put on your Night-Gown, 
not fo Pale— I tell you yer again, Banquo's buried; bt 
«Cannot come out on's Grave. 

Dock. Even fo? 

Lady. To Bed, to Bed; there's knocking at the Gate: 
Come, come, come, come, give me your Hand: wi 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. Not 


Exit L 
Doe. Will ſhe go now to Bed? hy 
Gene. Directiy. 7 
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z2 Foul whilzering are abroad; unnatural deeds 
2 anna Troubles. lufected Minds 
their deaf Piilows will diſc their ſecrets; 

Ke needs ſhe the Divine than the Phyfician- 
WT God forgive us all. Look after her, 
lemove from her the means of all annoyance, 
Eyes upon ber; fo good Nigh -; 
has mated, and amaz'd my tight. 


[ Exemn. 
SCENE II. A Feld with a Mod at 
| Diſtance. 


Enter Menteth, Cathneſs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 


| Engliſh Power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
This Uncle Seyward, and the geod Macduff. 

OD born in them : For their dear cauſes 

Brite the ny oo. 


way are t coming. 
x Cath. Who knows if Donalbaine be with his Brother? 
p 33 RI By WI: I have a File 
* there is Seyward's Son, 
| —— 3 
re 


— buckle . 
Min the belt of Rule. 
* Now do's he feel 
& feeret Murthers ſticki on his hands, 
mow minutely Revolts u his faith-breach ; 
we he commands move only in command, 
thing in love: Now does he feel his Title 
mg looſe about him, like a Giant's Robe 
* Dwarfiſh Thief. 
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His peſter'd Senſes to recoyl, and ftart, 
When all that is within him does condemn 
It ſelf for being there. 

Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give Obedience where 'tis truly ow'd : 
Meet we the Med'cine of the fickly Weal, 
And with him pour we, in our 
Each drop of us. 
Len. Or ſo much as it needs, 
To dew the Sovereign Flower, and drown the Weeds, 
Make we our March towards Birnam. [ Exeuont, 


SCENE m. The Caſtle. 


Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

. Mach. Bring me no more Reports, let them fly all: 
Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunſmane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the Boy, Malcolme? 
Was he not born of Woman? the Spirits that know 
All mortal Con have pronounc'd me thus: 
Fear not, , no Man that's born of Woman 
| Shall Cer have power upon thee. Then fly falſe Thann, 


And mi with the Engliſh Epi 
The mind Lomas by, and the I bear, 


purge, 


Shall never ſagge with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 
Enter à Servant. 
The Devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd Lown: 


—_ A thcu that Gooſe-Look ? 


bh Face, and over-red thy fear, | 
Thou Lilly-liver'd 4 What Soldiers, 4 | 
Death of thy Soul, t Linnen Cheeks of thine I 
Are Counſelſors to fear. What Soldiers, Whayface? ih 
Ser. The Engliſh Force, ſo pleaſe you, * 
Mach. Take thy Face hence---Seyton ! · lm ſick at heut / 
When 1 behold—— Sey:on, I fay! ——this pu m 
Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. 


1 have liv'd long enough: My way of Life 
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| the Sage, the yellow Loh, 
which accompany old : 
— Obedience, Troops of Friends, 
have: But in their ſtead, 


U 
W | , 
a 


Boſome of that perillous ſtuff, 
ach weighs upon the Heart? 
NI. Thercin the Patient 
| inift 9 
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294 The Tragedy of Macbeth. | 
Makes us mething. 


Macb. Bring it after me; 
1 will not be afraid of Death and Bane, 
"Till Birnam Foreſt come to Dunſinane. 
Doc. Were 1 from Dunjnane 


1 
Profit again ſhould hardly draw me . [ Exerout 


Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff, Seyward's Sun, Men 
tteth, Cathneſs, Angus, and Soldiers marching, _. 


7 


E752 


Ment. The Wood of Birnam. 
Mal. Let every Soldier hew him down a Boug), 


before him, thereby ſhall we 
Hoſt and make diſcov'ty 


ee  , OUPMSPFDP.. 


Soyw. The time 
That will with due ecifion make us know 


What we ſhall ſay we have, and w 
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SCENE v. The Caftle.. 


u Macbeth, Scyton, and Soldiers with Drums and Colour. 


Mach. Hang out our Banners on the outward Walls, 
The Cry is ill, they come: Our Caſtle's ſtrength 
n langh a Siege to ſcorn, Here let them lye, 
_ Fil Famine and the Ague eat them up: 
Ie they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
_ Ie might have met them dare ful, B-ard to Beard, 
es: u brat them backward home. / hat is that noiſc ? 
| [ 4 cry within of Women, - 
vo. It is the cry of Women, my Lord. 
Mach. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of Fears: 
the Time has been, my Senſes would have cool d 
hear a Night-ſbriek, and my Fell of Hair 
Would at a diſmal Treatiſe rouze, and ſtir 
ie were in't. I have full with horrors, 
theres familiar to my flaughterous Thoughts 
Cnnot once ſtart me. Wherefore was that cry * 
iy. The Queen (my Lord) is dead. 
Mach. She ſhould have dy d hereafter; 
t&t lite would have been a time for ſuch a word, 
Þbmorrow, and to —— — to morrow, 
in this pett rom to day, 
* laſt Syllable A Recorded | bag p 
$4 all our yeſterdays have lighted Fools 
The way to ſtudy death. Out, Out, brief Candle, 
Les but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, 
Tat ſtruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 
kd then is heard no more. It is a Tale 
Tad by an Ideot, full of ſound and fury 
ifying noth.ng. 8 
ſt — — ſt 
comꝰſt to uſe t ongue: ickly. 
a My Gracious Lord, - 25 
| report that which I fay I ſaw, 
mow not how to do't. F | 
Mack, Well, ay, Sir. A 
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| : If Speech be ſooth, 
1 care not i —e— 
I pull in Reſolution, and begin 
To doubt the jon of the Fiend, 


truth. Fear not, till — Wood 
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Bell, blow Wind, come wrack, 
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we'll die with harneſs on our back. [ Exenmt. 
CENE VI. Before Macbeth's Cafile. 
Zater , and their 

leavy Screensthrow down, | 
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Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. They have ty'd me to a take, I cannot fly, 
wt Bear-like 1 muſt 


= 
* 
W 


= 


he the courſe. What's he 
ime. dia was not born of Woman? Such a one 


The Devil himſelf could not pronounce a Title 


p (3 
So is Ear. 


Mach. Thou waſt born of Woman; 
hut Swords I ſmile at, Weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
undi d by Man that's of a Woman born. [Exit, 
Alarums. Enter Macduff. 
mt. | Macd. That way the noiſe is: Tyrant, ſhew thy Face; 
Fthou be'ſt ſlain, and with no e of mine, 
ö Ny Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me till: 
l cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whoſe arms 


again 

I this great clatter, one 
ems bruited. Let me find him, Fortune, 
[Exit. Alarum, 


—_ and Seyward. 
is way, my Lord, the Caftle's rendered : 
dy -y 4% | 
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a Euter Macbeth. 

Mach. Why ſhould I play the Reman Fool, and die 
On mine own Sword ? whilſt 1 ſee Lives, the gaſhes 
Do better upon them. 

Enter Macduff. 

Macd. Turn Hell-hound, turn. 

Mach. Of all Men elſe 1 have avoided thee: 
But get thee back, my Sou! is too much charg'd 
With Blood of thine already. 

Macd. I have no words, 

My Voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villain | 
Than terms can give thee cut. L Fight. Aan 

Mach. Thou loſeſt labour, | 
As eaſie may'ſt thou the intrenchant Air 
With thy keen Sword impref*, as make me bleed: 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Crefts, - 
dear a charmed Lite, which muſt not yield 
To one of Woman born. 


== WwFSBWsT.... 


It 
| 


UVatime'y rip d. 

Mach. Accurſcd be that Tongue that tells me ſo; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of Man: 
And be theſe Jugliog Fiends no more believ'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe, 
That 1 1 ot promiſe to our Ear. 
And break it to our Hope. I'll not fight with thee, 

Macd. Then yield thee, Coward, 
And live to be the ſhew, and gaze o'th' time. 
We'll have thee, as our Rarer- Monſters are, 
Painted upon 4A Pole, and under- writ, 
Here may you ſee the Tyrant. 

| 


— 

To kiſs the ground ore Malcolm's Feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles Curſe. 

Though Birnam Wood be come to Danſinane, 


thou oppos'd, being of no Woman born, 
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Fad damn'd be him, that firſt cries hold, enough. 
[Exeront fighting. Alu.. 
Enter fighting, and Macbeth u flam. 

Retreat and Flouriſh. Enter with Drum and Colours, 
Malcolme, Seyward, Roſſe, Thanes, and Soldiers. 
Mal. I would the Friends we miſs, were ſaſe arriv'd, 

Sym. Some mult go off: and yet by theſe I fee, 

Þ great a da ape? pe; bought. 
Mal. is miſſiuꝑ, your noble Son. 
Tour Son, my Lord, has paid a Soldier's Debt, 
only liv'd but till he was a Man, 
Ine which no ſooner had his Proweſs confirm'd, 
* | tee unſprinking tation where he fought, 
tut like a Man he dy d. 

Sow. Then he is dead! 

Me. Ay, and brought off the Field: your cauſe of ſorrows 
Huſt not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then 
I hath no end. 

Seyw. Had he his hurts before? 

Roſſe. Ay, on the Front. 

Sew. Why then, God's Soldier be he 
tad I as many Sons as I have Hairs, 

Iwould not wiſh them to a fairer death: 
And fo bis Knell is knoll'd. 

Mal. He's worth more ſorrow, 
lad that I {pend for him. 

Seyw. He's worth no more, 

They fay he parted weil, and paid his core, 
And fo God be wich him. Here comes newer 
Euter Macduff with Macbeth's Head. 

Macd. Hail, King! for fs thou art. Behold, where ftands 
Tie Ulurper's Curſed Head; the time is free: 
liee thee compaſt with thy Kingdom's Peers, 

That fpeak my falutation in their Minds : 
# Vhole Voices I deſire aloud with mine. 
tail King of Scot{gnd 
Hal, King of Scotland. { Naur iſp. 

Mal. We ſhall not a large expence of time, 
ne we reckon with your ſeveral loves, 
nd make us cven with you, My Thanes and Kinſmen 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


C7 inbras, - ug, I 
| Hamlet, Sow 15 the former, and Nephew to the 


tus King. 
i Lor 4 Chamberlain. 
Horatio, Friend to Hamlet. 
Laertes, Son to Polonius. 


Voltimand, 
Cornelius, * 


Roſeneraus, 
Guildenſteern, 
Oftick, « Fop. 
Marcellus, a» Officer. 


Hamlet. 
1 
Ophelia, Daxghter 


the Queen. 
| Players, Grave-makers, Sailors, Meſſengers, al 


To 


SCENE ELSINOOR. 


to Polonius, be/o'd Hamlet. 


HAMLET, 


Paincs of 
DENMARK. 


ACT . SCENE I. 


SCENE An open Place before the Palace. 
Ener Bernardo and Franciſco, tuo Centinels, 


BERNARDSO. 


HO's there? | 
Fran. Nay, arſwer me: Stand and 

unfold your ſelf. 

Ber. Long live the King. 

Fey. Bernardo? 

Bey. He. | 

Fran. You come moſt carefully upon 


? 


Seer who nen rey 

place: oo | 

welcome, good Marcellus. 
this thing appear d again to Night? 


885 
has my 
Bernar do. 


Horatio, 


: 
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. 
hat, has 
ane from 
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Fir 


Was, as you know, by Fertiabras of Norway, 
— ickt on by a moſt emulate Pride) 

d to the combat. In which, our valiant Hamlet, 
(For fo this fide of our known World efteem'd him) 
Did ſlay this Fortinbras : who by a feal'd Compact, 
Well ratified by Law, and Heralcry, 

Did forfeit, with his Life, all thoſe his Lands 
Which he flood ſeiz d on, to the Conqueror : 
Againſt the which, a Moiety competent ” 
Was gaged by our King; which had return d 
To the Inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been Vanquiſher, as 8 Cov'nant 
carriage of the Article delign'd, 

His fell to Hamlet. Now Sir, young Fortinbras, 
Ot unimproved Mettle hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Ed up a Liſt of Landleis Reſolutes, 

For Foot and Dyer; to ſome enterprize 
That hath a Stomach in't: which is no other, 
And it doth well appear unto our State, 
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Preparations, 
atch, and the chief bead 
-haſte, and Romage in the Lad. 
it be no other, but even fo: 
this portentous Figure 
ore Watch io like he King, 
Queſtion of theſe Wars. 


Br 
Ht: 
it 
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A Mote it i 


Fe 


7. 
13 


EF 


ſtood Tenantleſs, and the ſheeted Dead 
_ gibber in the Roman Streets, 

with Trains of Fire, Dews of Blood fell, 
Diſaſters veiF'd the Sun, and 


And to the Omen coming on, 
Have Heaven and Earth together demonſtrated 


- 
. 


Bat ſoft, 122 — — in! 8 
l crols it, it me: Stay, 8 | 
, [Spreading his Arms. 
If thou haſt any ſound, or uſe of Voice, | 
32 it chere be any good thing to be done. 
may to thee do eaſe, and grace to me: ſpeak to me. 
If thou art privy to thy Country's Fate, 
Which happily torekaowing may avoid, Oh ſpeax 
Or. if thou haſt uphoorded in thy Life 
Extorted Treaſure in the womb of Earth, [ Cock Crowne 
For which, they fay, yop Spirits oft walk in Death, 
Speak of it. Stay, and peak Stop it, Marcellus 
Mar. Shall 1 ſtrike at it with my Partizan! 
Hoy. Do, if it will not land. 


Ber. Tis here 

Kor, "Tis here 

May. 'Tis gone. : [Exis Ghoſh, 
Wedo it wro being ſo Majeſtical, 
To offer it the Violence ; 


For it is as the Air, invulnerable, 

Bey. It was about to ſpeak, when the Cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarted like a guilty ching 

2a fearful Summons. I have 

Cock that is the Trumpet to the day, 
Doth wich his lofty and ſhri | 
Awake the God of Day: and at his warning, 
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Air, 
Th extravagant and erring Spirit hyes 
To his Confine. And of the truth herein. 
This preſent Object made probation. 

May. It faded on the crowing of the Cock. 
Some ſay, that ever 'gainſt that ſeaſon comes 
Wherein our Saviour's Birth is celebrated, 


And 


— 
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Loves, firti 
Mar. Let's do't, I pray, and 
Where we ſhall find him moſt 


SCENE II. The Palace. 


oltimand, Cornelius, Lords and Attendants. 


The th 


300 Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 
And then, , i 
The Night eee 
DT 
A. . 
Walks 

_ Break 
Let us 
Unto 
Do? ſent 
— our 
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288 r 
not fail'd to us 

— r 
lo by bis Father, with all Bonds of Law 
To our moſt Valiant Brother. So much for him. 
Now for our lelf, and for this time of meeting: 
much the Buſineſs is. We have here writ 
Uncle of young Fortinbras, 
22 rid, ſcarcely hears 


F 


f 


Tire 
Heft 


You told us of ſome Suit. What is t, Laertes ? 

You cannot ſpeak of Reaſon to the Dane, L 
And loſe y our Voice. What would'ft thou beg, Laerte:, 
That ſhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking? 

The Head is not more native to the Heart, 

The Hand more Ilaſtrumental to the Mouth, 

Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy Father. 

What wouldſt thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. Dread my Lord, | 

Your leave and favour to return to France, 

From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To ſhew my Duty in your Coronation, 

Yet now I muſt confeſs, that Duty done, 

My Thoughts and Wiſhes bend again towards France: 
And bow them to your gracious Leave and Pardon. 
King. Have you your Father's Leave? what ſays Polonins ? 
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_ — 
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= * Pol. He hath, my Lord, 
from me As 3 and o&> an. 


Upon his Will! ſeal's my hard Conſent ; 
ou give him leave to go. 


e fpend it at thy Will. - 
Ando Hamlet, and * Son 
more than kin, and leis than kind. 
it that the Clouds ſtill hang on you? 
, my Lord, I am too much F th Sun. 
Hamlet caſt thy fanny colour off, 
ine Eye look like a Fri 
ever, with thy veiled Lids, 
— Father in the Duſt; 
't 111 8 
Nature to Eternity. 
TT it is common. 
of it bez 
it fo with thee ? 
Ss ? Nay, it is; I know not Seems; 
my Inky Cloak, good Mother, 
omary Suits of ſolemn Black, 
Suſpiration of forc d breath, 
fe fruitful River in the Eye, 
dejected haviour of the Vifage. 
] Together with all Forms, Moods, ſhews of Grief, 
Þ That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seem, 
For they are Actions that a Man might play; 
But I hive os within, which paſſeth ſhow : 


PD M_.-CCIRCFM_CLTTE LT. 


| Theſe, but the and the Suits of woe. 
King. 'Tis ſweet and commendable in your N 
To give theſe Duties to your Father: 


e the 
But you muſt know, your Father ſt a Father, 
That F Father loſt, lofi and the Surviver bound 
11 for ſome term 

uious Sorrow. But to 
In obſtinate Condolement, —_— 4 
Of i Stubborneſs. Tie unmanly Grief. . 
a Will moſt incorrect to Heav 'n, 
cart unfortify d, a Mind impatient, 


wy cf we oe CD:- 42g 


IE 


. — ; Prince of Denmark. 2" 


io and unſchool'd: 
he what we know muſt be, and is as common, 
Lay the muſt vulgar thing to Senſe, 
Why ſhould we. in our . 
Take it to Heart? Pie! a fault to Heav'n, 
A fault againſt the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common Theam 
k death of Fathers, and who ſtill hath cry d, 
From the firſt Coarſe, till he that died to Day, 
This muſt be ſo. We pray you throw to Earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us, 
ks of 4 Father: For let the World take note, 
You are the moſt immediate to our Throne, 
And with no leſs Nobility of Love, 
Then that which deareſt Father bears his Son, 
| Do | impart towards you. For your intent 
1 
I is ret 


to our Deſire: | 
And we beſcec ou | 1 
IN ; 
Our chiefeſt Courtier, Coufin, and our Son. : 
Let not thy eee 
ſtay with us, go not to 
beſt obe y 


[pri 
Ham. 1 ſhall in all my 


Sits ſmiling to my Heart, in grace whereof, 
Health that Denmark drinks to Day, 
Cannon to the Clouds ſhall tell, 


hrer. O God! O God! 


a "Tang * 
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Fre 


in Nature 
it ſhould come to this, | 


7 Father, 


groſs 
y Name is Woman: 


Shooes were old, 


to my Mother, 
; even, Sir. 
S 


grown 
hteous Tears 


ſhe would hang on bim, 


had 


Heav'n and Earth! 


gauled 


the Winds of Heav'n 

but no more like m 
unrig 

of her 


I to Herendes, Within a Month! 


have 
Y 


you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 


Mar. My good Lord----- 


Ham. 1 am ver 


y glad to ſee 


ith, make you 


But what, in fait 
Hor. 
Ham 
ſhall 
make 


roughly. 


Muſt I remember? — why 


As if increaſe of 


50 
not 


Appetit 
would 
you do mi 

e ic cxuite: 


os to Seed; things rank, and 


Face too 

the falt of moſt 
the fluſhi 

A truant Dif 


to a Satyr: 
a Satyr 


Lr 


me not think on't----- 


My Father's Brother; 


Sy 


She married. O moſt wicked 


ifit her 


And what make 
Marcellus 


'By 
Let 
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er, Prince of Denmark. 323 
delt. I know you are no Truant; 11 
ſka ee depart 
yell re: to dri ere b 
Her My Lord, I came to fee — Farher's Funeral. 
Ham. 1 prithee do not mock me, Fellow Student; 
| think it was to ſee my Mother's Wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my Lord, it follow'd hard upon. | 

Thrifr, thrift, Horatio: The Funeral bak d Meats 
id coldly furniſh forth the Marriage Tables; 

had mer why Pace Foe in Heav'n, 

Day, Horatio. * 

,— — methinks I fee my Father. 
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I aw him once, he was a goodly 


Er 


run 
— 


if 


c Ear; till 1 may deliver, 

witneſs of theſe Gentlemen, 

marvel to you. 

For Heav'n's love, let me hear. 

. Two Nights together had theſe Gentlemen, 

Bernardo, on their Watch, 

dead waſte and middle of the Night, 

thus eacountred. 
exactly. Cap 


— —— bmp rn 
' a rr 
lin his Truncheon's length; whilſt they, be · ſtill d 
Amo! — — Act of fear, 
and peak not to him. This to me 

ſecrecy impart they did, 
Ind them the taird Night kept the Watch, 
e, as they had deliver d both in time, | 
. VI. 0 | 
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Huanilet, Prizce 


Hr. It was, I have feen it in his Life, 


IA fiver's. 


4 af 


few. I'll watch to Night; 


Father's Perſon, 


it will. 


Hor. I warrant you 
Ham. If it aſſume my noble 


t; do not ſleep, 


to it, tho Hell it felf hould 
Siſter, as the Winds give benefit, 


. My Neceſſaries are i 


o. Do you 
Laer. For Hamlet, and the 
it a faſhion and a 


11323 


328 
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toy 


Nature, 


in the youth 


, not 


„ 


inute; no more. 
ſo? 


Jo more bur 


Obb. 


Luer. Think it no more: 
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Nor any unproportion : 
de thou familiar, but by no means vulgar; 
The Friends thou haſt, and their adoption try d, 
them to thy Soul, with hoops of Steel: 
But do not dull thy Palm, with Entertaiament 
Of each unbatch'd, unfledg'd Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a Quarrel: But being in 
leut that th'oppoled may beware of thee. 
Give every Man thine Eu; but few thy Voice. | 
Take each Man's cenſure; but reſerve thy Judgment. 
Coftly thy Habit as thy Purſe can buy; 
Jut not expreſt in fancy; Rich, not gaudy : 
For the Apparrel cf: proclaims the Man, 
I And they m France of the beſt Rank and Station, 
ue molt ſelect and generous, chief in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be; 
for Loan oft loſes both it ſelt and Friend: 
A borrowing dulls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above ail; to thine own ſelf be true: 
ind it muſt tollow, as the Night the Day, 
Thou can(t not then be falſe to any Mar. 
lirewel; my Bleſſing ſcaſon this in thee. 
Laer. Moſt humbly do I take my leave, my Lord. 
Pol. The time invites you, go, your Servants tend. 
Lr. Faewel Ophelia, remember well 
What I have faid to you. 
2 Tis —— Memory lockt. 1 
you your felt the it. 
Laer. Farewel. 0 my [ Exit Laer. 


| and your ſelf 
* he of your Audicnce been molt free and 53. 
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2 
that in way of caution, 
You do not underfiand your {lf fo cleart 1 
e and your — 
n me up the Frath?. 
He hath, my Lord, of made many tender: 
Of his Aﬀefion to me ſpeak like 
. puh! a green 
Unkited in fuch parka, Circuraſtance. 1 
Do you believe his Tenders, as you call them? 
Oph. 1 do not know, my Lord, what I ſhould think, 
W Marry I'll teach you; think your ſelf a Baby, 
have ten is der for os ay 
fk. ſterling. Tender your felt more dewly; | 
Or noe to crack the wind of the poor Phraſe 
Roaming it thus, yew'll tender me a Fool. 

Oph. My Lord, he bach importun'd me with love, 
In honoura ble faſhion. 

Fol. Ay, faſhion you may call it: go to, go to. 

Ofh. And hath givenCountenance to his Speech, my Lord, 
With almoſt all the Vows of Heaven. 

Pol. Ay, Spri n I do know 
When the Blood odig?] the Soul 
Gs Tongue 8 bla zes, 
Giving more light than heat, c xtinct in 
Even in their Fromiſe, as it is a making, 

You muſt not take for Fire. For this time, Daughter, 
Ons con oF IR, 

Set your Entreatments at a higher 

Than a command to par I. For Lord Hamlee, 
Believe fo much in him, 
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Lord. 
and an enger Air. 


now ? 


charge you; 
ſhall obey, my 


$CENE 111. The Platform before the Palace. 
Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 


. The Air bites ſhrewdly; it is very cold. 


bour 


are 


—— 
thus bray out 


ranges of 
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310 Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 
To caſt thee up again? What may this mean? 
That thou dead Coarſe again in compleat Steel, 
Reviſir'ſt thus the glimpſes of the Moon, 
Making Night hideous? and we Fools of Nature, 
So borridly to ſhake our Diſpoſition, 
With Thoughts beyond the reaches of our Souls; 
Say, why is this? wheretore? what ſhould we do? 
[ Ghoſt beckons Hamlet. 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with ir, 
As if it ſome impartment did deſire, 
To you alone. 
Mar. Look with what courteous Action 
It wafts you to a more removed Ground: 
But do not go with it. 
Hor. No, by no means. L Holding Hamlet- 
Ham. It will not ſpeak ; then will 1 follow it. 
Hor. Do not, my Lord. 
Why, what ſhould be the fear? 
ſet my Life at a Pins fee; 
my Soul, what can it do to that? 


1 


b 
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Hor. pt you toward the Flood, my Lord? 
to the dreadful Summit of the Clif, | 

b eetles o'er his baſe into the Sea, od 
4 aſlume ſome other horrible Form, 
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might deprive your Sovereignty of Reaſon, 
you into madneſs? think of it. 
wafts me fill: Go on, Pl! follow thee — 
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out, 
in this Body, 
as the Nemean Liou's Nerve: 
am I call'd? Unband me, Gentlemen 
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walk the Night, k 
Day confin'd. to faſt in Fires; 
Crimes done in my Days of Nature, 
purg d away. But that I am forbid 

Secrets ot my Priſon-houſe; 
a Tale unfold, whoſe lighreſt word 
harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood, 
wo Eyes like Stars, tart from their Spheres, - Y 
and combined Locks to part, 
Hair to ſtand an end 
the fret ful Porcupine: 
Blazon muſt not be 

and Blood; liſt Hauler! oh liſt! 

dt ever thy dear Father love 
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Gal, as in the deſt it is; 
„ange, and unnatural. © 
"know it, that | with Wings as fwilt - - 


= 
May -- 
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F 
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Tuber fiſt as Quick- | 
kd: The natural Gates and Allies of the Body; | 


Ham. O my Prophetick Soul; mine Uncle? 
Ghoſt. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate Beaſt. 
With Witchcraft of his Wits, and Traiterous Gifts, 
Oh wicked Wit, and Gifts that have the Power 
So to ſeduce? won to his ſhameful Luſt 
The Will of my moſt 
Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there! 
From me, whoſe Love was of that Dignity, 
That it went hand in hand, even with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage; and to decline | 
Upon a Wretch, whoſe natural Gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine! But Virtue, as it never will be moved, 
Though Lewdaeſs court it in a Shape of Heav'n; 
So Luſt, to a radiant Angel link'd, 
Wl fron i& Fl 6 08 gory on Garbage: 
But ſoft, methi the morning's Air 
paſs ing within mine Orchard, 


with a ſudden it doth poſſet 
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Lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt, 
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ions on my H 


per 


it not; 
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Oh all you Hoſt of Heaven! Oh Earth! what elſe? 


11 


An 


inſtant Old; 


Hell? O fie! hold my Heart —— _.. 
grow not 1 1 


mber thee —— 


« fue. 


And you my Sinews, 
y up 3 reme 


„ fur bear me i 


* 
| ion copied there; 
Commandment all alone ſhall live 


he Rook and Volume of m 


Ghoſt, while Memo! 


Brain, 
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Yes, yes, by Heay'o: 


nicious Woman 
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Vamixt with baſer Matter. 
Oh moſt 


Within 


„ N 
| 


d 85 © 


damned Villain! 


Ob Villais, Villain, ſm 
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meet it is | ſet it down, 


, my Tables 
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fmile, and ſmile, and be a Villain; 
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be ſo in Denmark. 


one may 
Em 


ſure it may 
there you are; now to 


;v ad 


my 


remember me; ] have ſvworn's. In 
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Hor- 
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Lord. 
you then, would Heart of Man once 
| be ſecret? —— think it? 


7 
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But he's an arrant Kaare 

Hoy. There needs no Ghoſt, my Lord, come from the 

To wihgothis” © ct. | 
Ham. Why, , are in right; | 

And ſo — 2 — A. 

I bold it fit that we ſhake Hands, and part; 

You as your Bufineſs and Deſires ſhall point you, 

For every Man has Bylinefs and A | 

Such as it is and for my own poor part, 

1 3... od | 
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For your dete ro know hat is berween us 206% 
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Lord? we will. 
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a Boy, 


4 

Conſent to ſwear. 

Kor. P my Oath, m Lord. 

aw. Never to ſpeak of is that you have ſeen, 
Swear by my Sword. 

Ghoſt. Swear. 


Ham. Hio 4 Then we'll hift for ground. 
Come hither 


And lay your —— Sword. 
Never to 1 of this en you 122 


A worthy Pioneer, once more remove, good Friend. 
Hor. Oh Day and Night! but this is wondrous 
Ham And therefore as a Stranger give it welcome. | 

There are more things in Heaven and Earth, Hwatro, 

Than are dreamt of in our Philoſophy. But coe 
Here as before, never fo help yo Merey, = 

How range or odd for'er I bear my ſelf, © © 

As I perchance hereafrer ſhall think meer Parr We 

To put an Ancick diſpoſition on, 

That you at ſuch time ſeeing me. never ſhall s 2 

——— 9 — or thus, head ub? 

ncing of ſome doubrful Phraſe; We © 48 
- Ne ea ky A + and if we would«-- 
85 we liſt to ſpeak or, t A 

Or ſuch ambiguous giving out to note, : 
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That he is to Incontinency, —.. 
That's not — but Breathe his Faults fo quaintly, 


The Fu and ont break. of fiery Mind,” 


# A favageneſs in unreclaimed Blood 
Of general Aſſault. 


As "twere a thing a little foil'd i th working. 
1 in converſe; him Wenn 
ever ſeen, in the minate Crimes, 


F 


what was I about to ſay? | 

to ay nothing? where did I leave ?- 5 
. At cloſes ja the Conſequence: 5 
iend, or fo, and Gentleman. | 2 
cloſes in the Conſequence---- Ay marry, _ 
cloſes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, * 
hw him yeſterday, or Yorker day, 
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ng each other 
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rs and down. 
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I did repel his Letters, and deny d 
His Acceſs to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 
I am forry that with better Sperd and Judgment 
I had not quoted bim. 1 fear'd he did but trifle, 
And meant to wrack thee; but beſhrew my Jealoufie; 
It ſeems it is as proper te our Age. 
To caſt beyond our ſelves in our Opinions, 
As it common for the younger fort 
To lack Diſcretion. Come, go we to the King. 
This muſt be known, which being kept cloſe, might move 
More Grief to hide, than hate to utter Love. { Exennt. 


SCENE Ill. The Palace. 
Enter Ki Queen, Roſincroſſe, Guildenſtern, Lords and 
* other Attendants. 


King, Welcome dear Roſincroſſe and Guil denſtern, 
Moreover, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we have to uſe you, did provoke 


Our haſty ſending. Aber ou heard 
Of Hamier's Transfomnation ; | call it, 


Since not th' exterior, nor the inward Man 


— 


Kelembles that it was. What it ſhould be 
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a v'cr-hafty Marriage. 
Deter Polonius, Voltimand, and Cornehus. 
King. Well, we ſhall fift him. Welcome, good Friend 
Say Voltimand, what from our Brother Norway? 
volt. Moſt fair return of Greetings, and Deſires. 
Upon our firſt, he fent out to ſuppreſs 
His Nephew's Levies, which to him appear d 


out 
On Fertinbras, which be. in brief, obeys, 
Receives rebukef from - and in fine, 


I will be brief; your noble Son is Mad. 
_— for to define true Madneſs, 
Is | 


| ſwear 1 uſe no Art at all: 


That he is mad tis true tis true, tis pity; , 
And pity, it is true; a fooliſh Figure, 
But it; For | will uſe no Art. 
Mad let us grant him then; and now remains 
That we find out the Cauſe of this Effe, 
Or rather ſay, the Cauſe of this Defect; 
For this eſſect defeRive, comes by cauſe, 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus Perpend---- 
o_ hter ; have, whilſt ſhe is mine, 


in ber atop ogy 
Hath given me this; now gather, and ſurmiſe. 
He opens 4 Letter, and reads. 


—— Phraſe, a vile Phraſe, beautified is a pile 
Phraſe ; but you ſhall hear Theſe 10 ber excellent white 
Boſom, theſe 


een. Came this from Hamlee to her? 
Good Madam flay a while, 1 will be faithful. 
Done thou, the Stars are Fire, Reading. 


Doubt, that the Sun doth move; 


Doubt 
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Doubt Truth to be a Liar, 


But never Doubt, I love. 


am ill at t 


0 dear Ophelia, 7 


but that I love 


1 reckon my Groans ; 
believe it, 
This in 


And more above, hath his Sollicirings, 


y time, by means, and place, 


to mine Ear. 


fell out b 


þ they 


how hath ſhe receiv'd his Love? 


think of me? 


Va 


faithful ard honourable. 
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efort, 


Id lock her ſelf from his R 
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my 


repulſed, a ſhort Tale to make, 
into a Sadneſs, then into a Faft, 


Thence to a Watch, thence into a Weakneſs, 


And he 


Fell 


herein now he raves, 


Thence to a 
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ely. 
a time, 


poſitively ſaid. tis fo, 


That ! have 
Whea 


? 


oth | 


it proy'd 
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Friend, 
Fol, 


concciyc. 


this World goes, is to be 


= may 


i'th Sun; Conception is a Bleſ- 
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„Sir; 
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Take my leave of you. 
Ham. You cannot, Sir, take from me any thing, that 
— anon. cs. my 


Pol. Fare you well, my Lord. 
Ham. Theſe tedious old Fools. 
Pol. You go to ſeek my Lord Hamlet; there he is. 
Enter Roſimcroſſe and Guildenſtern. 
Guild. Mine honeur'd Lord ! 
Rf. My moſt dear Lord . 
Ham. 


— —— Dn 


He. excellent good Friends! How doſt thou 
— 1 r 


© Rof. As the indifferent Children of the Earth. 


Guild. Happy, in that we are not over-happy ; on For: 
tune s Cap, we are not the very Button. 
Ham. tor the Soals of her Shooe ? 


- Ham. In the fecret Parts of Fortune? Oh, moſt true; 
ſhe is a Strumpet. What's the News ? 
Ref None, my Lord, but that the World's grown 


my good Friends, deferved ot the hands of Fortune, the 
ſhe -p— | 


d I hold Ambition of ſo airy and light 8 
quality, that it is but a Shadow's Shadow. 2 
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Beggars Bodies, and Monarchs, 
. Beggars ne th ſhall we 


wh Court? for, by my fey, I cannot reaſon. 

Both. We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No ſuch matter. I will not fort you with the 
ft of my Servants: For to ſpeak to you like an honeſt 
Man, I am moſt dreadfully attended ; bur in the beaten way 
of Friendſhip, what make you at Ene? 

Ref. To vific you, my Lord. no other Occaſion. 

Ham. Beggar that Iam, I am even poor in Thank :; but 
Ithank you; and fure, dear Friends, my Thanks are too 
fear half - Penny; were you not ſent for ? ls it your own 


juſtiy with 
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your diſcovery, and ſecrecy x 

bs Bd, fs ES T 

y orgone all cuſtome of Exer- 

indeed, it goes fo heavily with my Diſpoſition, 

goodly Frame, the Earth, ſeems to me a fei 
| ellen: the Air, look you. 
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amine! in Aion, how le an Ange! vg 
_—_— 1 be Beauty of the World, the Pars- 
98988 and 20749 what is this Quinteſſence 
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M was no ſuch Stuff in my 

Biaw. Why 6 you hngh, when 1 rid, diana 
not me? 

Ref. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenten Entertainment the Players ſhall receive from 
rn 
coming to offer you Se 

Ham. De that hos the Eleg Sul he watts bis 
Me jeſty ſhall have Tribute of me; the adventurous 
all ale his Foyle and Target; the Lover ſhall not 
gratis ; the humorous Man j end his pare in Deans 
Clown ſhall make thoſe ] > _ _—_ 
ach ſere; and the Lady ſhall fa her Mind free! 
blank Verſe ſhall halt for't. W n 

\Rof. Even thoſe you were wont to take Delight in, the 
Tragedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travel? their reſidence both 
in Repuration and Profit was better, both ways. 

Roſ: 1 think their Inhibition comes by the means of the 
late Innovation ? 

Ham. Do they bold che fawe Eſtimation they did when 
] was in the City ? are they fo followed ? 

Rof. No indeed. they are nor. 

Ham. How comes it? do they grow ruly? 

e the wonted pace; 
Bur there 1s, Sir, an airy of Children, little Yaſes, that cry 
ont 08 the rop of Quetioa; and are moſt Ne hg 
fort; theſe are now the Faſhion, and — 
common Stages (ſo they call them) that many 


wearing 
Rapiers, are atraid of Gooſe Quills, and dare ſcarce come 


er. 


Ham. What, are they Children? Who maintains em f 
| wil they peels the 9 
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I can fing? S 
their means are no better, 
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has been much to do on both fides; | 
There was for « while no Mony bid for Ange. 
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Boys carry 
— my Lord, Hercules and his load too. 


. 


for mine Uncle is King of Den- 
thoſe that would make mowes at him while my 
ived, give twenty, forty, an hundred Ducates a 
bis Picture in actle. There is ſomething in this 
Natural, if Philoſophy could fied it out. 


[ Flowriſh for the Players. 
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dear Lord? 
© mad North, North-Weſt : When the 
> Seankerly, | know a Hawk from a Handſaw. 
Enter Polonius. 

Well be with you, Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenftern, and you too, at each Ear 
dhearer; that U 
bs fcrathling 
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mine Honour —— 

Then came each Actor on his Aſs —— 
. beſt Actors in the World, either for 
y, Hi „ Paſtoral, Paſtorical- Comical-Hiftorical- 
Tragical-Hiſtorical, Tragical-Comical Hiſtoricil- 
undividable, or Poem unlimited. Ses 
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wot——and then you know, 
it was; the firſt row of the 
Rubrick, will ſhew you more. For look where my & 


Yare welcome Maſters, — I am to ſee 
thee well; welcome good Friends. Oh! m Friend 
Thy Face is valiant ſince | ſaw thee laſt : Com'ſt thou roBieard 
me in Denmark ? what my 1 && Miſtreſs ? Ber- 
lady your Lordſhip is nearer Heaven, than when 1 faw 
laſt, by the Altitude of a ine. Pray God your 
oice, like a piece of uncurrent Gold, be not crack'd with- 


at any thing we ſec; 2 


inthe Ring. Maſters, you are all welcome; we'll cen tot 
—— 
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man . gins 
The Pyrrhus, he whoſe Sable 
lack as his purpoſe, did the Night reſemble 


ben he lay couched in the Omunous Horſe, 


That lend a tyrannous and damned Light 

To the vile Murthers. Roaſted in Wrath and Fire, 
ind thus o'er ſized with coagulate Gore, 

With Eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrhus 
ren Bia 

ad good Diſcretion. 

1 Play. Anon he finds him, 

ing too ſhort at Greeks. His Antick Sword, 
Rebellious in his Arm, lies where it falls 


to feel his Blow, with flaming 

Stoops to his Baſe, and with a hideous . 
Takes Priſoner ! Ear. For lo, his Sword, 
Which was on the milky Head 


Of Reverend Priam, ſeem'd i'th' Air to tick: 


Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus 
—_ 


er did the Cyclops Hammers fall 

On Mar — Ave—_, torg'd for proot Eterne. 
With leſs Remorſe than Pyrrhus bleeding Sword 
Now. falls on Priam. 


{> HW Prethee 
ſay on; he's for a Jige. or atale of Bawdry, or he ſleeps. 
* But who, O who, had ſeen the Mcbled Queea? 

I 

u The Mobled ? 

Queen, is good. 


I 2 — 22 
With Biſſon Rheum; 2 Clout about that Head, 
Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe 
About her lank and all o'er-teamed Loyns, © 
A Blanket in th alarum of fear caught up. 
Who this had ſeen, with T in Venom ſteep'd, 
Gainſt Fortune's State, would Treaſon have pronounc'd: 
But if cp way 4 $hy 
When ſhe faw Pyrrbus 


make malicious ſſ 
is mincng with is Sword ber fen, = 
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The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made, 

(Unleſs things mortal move them not at all) 

Would have made Milch the burning Eyes of Heav'n, 
And Paſhon in the Gods. 

Pol. Look where he has not turn'd his Colour, and has 
Tears in's Eyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham. Tis well, I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt ſoon. 
Good my Lord, will you fee the Players well beſtaw'd. 


Do ye hear, let them be well ud; for they are the Ab- 


, and brief Chronicles of the time. After your death, 
you were bctter have a bad Epitaph, than their ill Report 
while you liv'd. 

12 My Lord, I will uſe them according to their De- 


Ham. Gods bodikins Man, better. Uſe every Man after 
his Deſert, and who ſhould ſcape whipping ; uſe them after 
your own Honour and Dignity. The lets they deſerve, the 
more Merit is in your Bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, Sirs. [Exit Polonius. 

Ham. Follow him, Friends: we'll hear a Play to mor- 
rw. Dot thou hear me, old Friend, can you play the 
Murther of Gonzago? 

Play. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. We'll ba't to morrow Night. You could for a 


| need ſtudy a Speech of ſome dozen or ſixteen Lines, which 


I would ſet down, and incert in't? Could ye not? 

Play. Ay, my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and look you mock 
him not. My good Friends, T'll leave you till Night, you 
we welcome to Einser. 

/ Good my Lord. Freun. 

Manet Hamlet. 

Ham. Ay ſo, good b' w'ye: Now I am alone. 
O what a Rogue and Peaſant Slave am 1? 
Is it not monflrous that this Player here, 
But in a Fiction, in a Oream of Paſſion, 
Could force his Soul ſo to his whole Conceit, 
That from her working. all his Viſage war md: 
Teus in his Eyes, diſtraction in's Aſpect, 13 
A broken Voice, and his whole Function ſfuiting — _... 
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344 Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 
Wirh Forms, to his Conceit? and all for nothing? 
For Hecuba ? 
What's 123 „ 
That he ſhould weep for her; what w 
Had he the Motive and the Cue for Paſſion 
That 1 have? he would drown the Stage with Tears. 
And cleave the general Ear with horrid Speech, 
Make mad the Guilty, and appall the Free, 
Confound the Ignorant, and amaze indeed, 
The very faculty of Eyes and Ears. Yet I, 
A dull and muddy metled Raſcal, peak 
Like Fohn-a deames, unpregnant of my Cauſe, 
And can fay nothing: No, not for a King, 
Upon whoſe Property, and moſt dear Life, 
A damn'd Defeat was made. Am I a Coward? 
Who calls me Villain, breaks my Pate a-crofs, 
Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my Face? 
Tweaks me by th' Noſe, gives me the lyei'th* Throat, 
As deep as to the Lungs? Who does me this ? 
Ha? Why ſhou'd I rake it? for it cannot be, 
But lam Pigeon Liver d, and lack Gall 
To make Oppreſſion bitter, or ere this, 
I ſhould have fatted all the Region Kites 
With this Slave's Offal. y, bawdy Villain ! 
Remorſeleſs, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindleſs Villain! 


Oh V ! 

Why nen I fare, this is moſt brave, 
That I, the Son of the dear murthered, 

Prompted to my Revenge by Heav'n and Hell, 
Muſt, like a Whore, unpack my Heart with Words, 
And fall a curſing like a very Drab, 

A Scullion — Fye t! Foh! About my Brain. 
I have heard, that guilty Creatures fitting ar a Play, 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene, 
Been ſtruck unto the Soul, that preſen'ly 
They have proclaim'd their Male factions. 

For Murther, though it have no Tongue, will ſpeak 
With moſt miraculous Organ. I'Il have theſe Players, 
Play ſomething like the Murther of my Father, 
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345 
[ll tent him to the Quick; if he but blench, 
[know my Courſe. The Spirit that I have ſeen, 
be the Devil, and the Devil hath Power 
[Exir. 


ACT W SCENE I. 


SCENE the Palace. 
Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Raſincroſſe, 
hy & XD cn you by co ih of Copmitact | 
Get from him why he puts on this Confeſion, 
Grating fo harſhly all his Days of quier, 
Vith turbulent and dangerous Lunacy ? 
Ref. He does confeſs he feels himſalf diftradted, 
but from what cauſe he will by no means ſpeak. 
Guild. Nor do we find him forward to be ſounded; 
but with a crafty Madneſs keeps aloot : 
Vhen we would bring him on to ſome Confeſſion 
Of his true State. 
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To hear him ſo inclin d. Good Gentlemen, 


Hamlet, Prince of Daditnark. 247 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Queſtion: 
„tis nobler in the Mind, to ſuffer 


. perchance to Dream; 322 
For in that ſleep of Death. what may come, 
When we bave ſhuffled off this mortal Coil, 


_—_— would bear the Whips and Scorns of Time, 
Oppreſſors wrong, the Man's Contumely, 
The pangs of deſpis i Love. The Lowe delay, 
The infolence of Office, and the ſpurns 
That patient Merit of the Unworthy takes, 
ben he himſelf might his Quietus make 
= a bare Bodkin? Who would — bear 
o grunt and ſweat under a 
But that the dread of — os Death, 
The undiſcover'd Country, from whoſe Borne 
No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, 
And makes us rather bear thoſe lils we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 
Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the native Hue of Reſolution 
Is ficklied o'er, with the — caſt of Thought; 
And Enterprizes of great Pich and Moment, 
With this their Currents turn away, : 
And loſe the name of Action. Soft you now, {Seewg Oph. 
The fair Ophelia? Nymph, in thy Oraiſons | 
remembred. 


Be all Sins 
my Lord, 
—＋ Honour for this many a Day ? 


How does 
_ Hams, | bly thank you; wel, well, well —— 
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| ir, ; m'd, you cannot feed Capons fo. 
—_— have nothing with this Anſwer, Hamlee, theſe 


* 


„ And what did enact? n 
did ——— 1 was kill'd th' Capirol: 
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Hamlet, Pr.nce of Denmark. 375 
Since Love our Hearts, and Hymen did our Hands 
1 c wg | 
So many Journeys may Sun Moon 
a * Cr. che tends dons, 
But woe is me, you are ſo ſick of late, 
So far from Cheer, and from former State, 
That I diftruſt you; yer though 1 diſtruſt, 
Ditcomfort you, my Lord, it nothing muſt, 
For Womens Fear and Love, hold quantity. 


| And as my Love is fix'd, my Fear is fo. 

| King. Faith I muſt leave thee, Love. and ſhortly tos: 
My t Powers my Functions leave to do, 

And thou ſhalt live in this fair World behind, 
Honour'd, beloy'd, and haply, one as a kind 

Fer Husband ſhalt thou 

Oh confound the reſt! 

Such Love muſt needs be Treaſon in my Breaſt: 

In ſecond Husband let me be accurſt, 
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| the Duke's Name, his Wife Bapeifis; you ſhall ſee 6 


a Knaviſh piece of Work; but bat e thar? Your 
we that bave free Souls, — Us CST; 


Ham. So you miſtake Husbands. 
Begin Murther. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and 8 
Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for R 


Luc. Thoughts black, Hands apt, Drugs fit, 
Confederate Seaſon, elſe no Creature ſeeing : 
Thou Mixture rank, of Midnight - Weeds collected, 
r Bane, — thrice 
natural Magick, and dire proper 
amanda. = 
+ Poiſon in bis Ears. 


Ham. He poyſons him Feb Garden, for” Eſtate ; his 
Name's Gonzago ; the Story is extant, and writ in choice 
Italian. You ſhall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
Love of Gonzago's Wite. 

Ophb. The King riſes. 
Ham. What, tri with falſe Fire? 

How fares my Lord ? 

. Give o'er the Play. 

King Give me ſome Light. Away. 

A. L Lights, Lights. Exeunt. 
hrs, Lights, Lights [ 


. 


38 Hamlet, Prince of — 


| You woke have Rim'd. 

Ham. Oh good Horatio, I'll take the Ghoſts word for 
a thouſand Pounds. __— perceive? 

Hor. Very well, Lord. 

Ham Upon the tal of the Poiſoning ? 

Hor. I did well note him. 

Enter Roſiacruſſe and Guildenſtern. 

Ham. Oh, ha come ſome Muſick. Come the Recorders. 

For it the King like not the Comedy ; 
e he likes it not perdy. 

Come, ſome pr . 
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2 I will do your Mother's Commandment ; 
Pardon, and my return hall be the det 


my Lord? 
Ham. boy a wholſom Anſwer: my Wit's diſeas'd. 


ber into amazement, admiration. 
| Ham. Oh wonderful Son, that can fo aſtoniſh a Mother. 
.cc g 


rener 
you go to Bed. 
Ham. 1＋2ævy—ͤ 


R/ Ref. Good me Lend. what b pony Quid of Diſtemper? 
You do freely bar the Door of our own Liberty; it you 
deny your Griefs to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack Advancement. 

Roſ. How can that be, when have the Voice of the * 
1 for your Succeſſion in Denmark ? 


O the Recorders, let me ſet one. To withdraw with you 
hy do go about to recover the an 
wif you drive me into a toil? 


* 


360 — — 


Ram. 1 do beſeech you. 4 
Gad I know to touch of it, my Lord. 


Ham. Tin as cafe as lying; govern theſe Ventiges with 


— and Thumb, give it Breath with Mouth 
1 eee 
Look theſe are 
* — cunor | command to any one 


_—— 


— 
it. Wh db _ vr plaid on 
than a Fi > Bae whe hams row gry 


you can me, you cannot play upon me. God bleſs 


you, Sir. 


Ham, Do you fee that Cloud, that's almoſt in ſhape 
like a Camel? 

Pol. By th' Maſs, and it's like a Camel indeed. 
Ham Methinks ir is like a Wexe!. 

Pol. It is back d like a Vexel. 
_ Ham. Or like a Whale? 


very wicking time of Night, 


hen Church-yards yawn and Hell it felf breaths out 
n to this World. Now could I drink hot Blood, 
fuch bitter Buſineſs as the Day * | 
Woud quit 1 look on Soft, now to my Mother 


The 


nn. let nat ever 


FE 


2 
ALL 30 faid. Leave me, Friends: . 
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The Soul of Nero er.ter this firm B Jm; 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural, 
| will ſpeak eggs ER, but uſe none. 
My Tongue and Soul in this be Hypocrites , 
3 How in my words ſomever ſhe be ſhent, 
To give them Seals, never my Soul conſent. [ Exit. 
Enter King Roſincroſſe, and Guildenſtem. 

_ King. 1 like him not, nor ſtands it fafe with us, 
To let his Madneſs range. Therefore prepare you ; 
| your Com miſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
And he to England ſhall along with you. 
The Terms of our Eſtate may not endure 
Hazard ſo dangerous, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our ſelves provide; 
Moſt holy and religious Fear it is, 
To keep thoſe many Bodies fate, that live 
And feed upon your Majeſty. 

Roſ” The ſingle and peculiar Life is bound 
With a'l the Strength and Armour of the Mind, 
To keep it (elf from noyance; but much more, 
That Spirit, upon whoſe Spirit depends and reſts 
The Lives of many; the ceaſe of Majeſty 
Dies not alone, but like a Gulf doth draw 
What's near it, with it, it is a maſſy 
fut on the Summit of the higheſt Mount, 

To whoſe huge Spoaks, ten lefler things 
re mortiz d and adjoin d; which when it falls, 
lach ſmal! annexment. conſequence 
utends the boiſtrous Ruin. Never alone 
bid the King ſigh, but with a general Groan. 
King. Arm you, I pray you, to this fpeely Voyage; 
for we will Fe ters put upon this Fear, 
Which now goes too free · footed. 
Both, We will haſte us. ¶Exeunt Gent, 
Enter Polonius. 
Pol. My Lord, he's going to bis Mother's Cloſet ; 
the Arras Ill convey my felf 
To bear the Proceſs. I'll warrant ſhe'll tax him home. 
ad as you faid, and wiſcly was it ſaid, 
| You. VL Q "Tis 
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*Tis meet that ſome more Audience than a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial, ſhould o'er hear 
The Speech of Vantage. Fare yeu well my Liege, 
Fl call upon you ere you go to Bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my Lord. 
Oh my Offerce is rank, it ſmells te Heay'n, 
It hath the primal eldeſt curſe upon t; 
2. A. 
Though Inclination be as as Will : 
My ſtronger Guiit defeats my ſtrong latent, 
And like a Man to double Buſineſs bound, 
I ſtand in-pawſe where I ſhall firſt begin, 
And both neglect; what if this curſed Hand 
Were thicker than it ſelf with Brother's Blood, 
Is there not Rain enough in the ſweet Heav'ns 
To waſh it white as Snow? whereto ſerves Mercy? 
But to confront the Viſage of Offence ? 
And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold Force, 
2 cw il, 
Or pardon'd being down? Then Ill 
My Fault is paſt. But oh what Rm of Paper 
Can ſerve my turn? Forgive me my foul Murther, 
That cannot be, fince I am till poſſeſt 
Of choſe Eſſects for which 1 did the Murther, 
My Crown, mine n Ambition, and my Queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th' Offence ? 
In the corrupted Currents of this World. 
Offences gilded Hand may ſhove by Juſtice, 
And oft tis ſeen, the wicked prize it (elf 
Buys out the Law; but tis not fo above, 
There is no ſhuffling, there the Action lyes 
In his true Nature, and we cur felves compeli'd, 
Even to the Tecth and Forehead of our Faul:s, 
To give in Evidence. What then? what reſts? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it not? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Oh wretched Stare! oh Boſom, black as Death 
Oh limed Soul, that ſtrugling to be free 
Art more engag d! He'p Angels, make afſay : 


TY _ 


$62 Hamiet, Prince of Denmark, * 


VF 


* 
— - as 


EEx: 


S — 


—_— —- 


reebok ODOT TT 


nen 
hes al 


Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 363 


Bow ſtubborn Knees, and Heart with ftrings of Steel, 
de foft as Sinews of the new born Babe, 
All may be well. [The King kneels: 

EGO, e 

Ham. Now m it pat, now he is 

And now I'll do't——an iſo be does to Heay'n, 

And ſo am I reveng'd: 3n7„ 

A Villain kills my Father, and for that 

| I his ſole Son, do this ſame Villain ſend 

| To Heavin—— O this is Hire and Sallery not Revenge. 

He took my Father groſsly. full of Bread, 

With all his Crimes broad blown, as freſh as May, 

And how his Audit ſtands, who knows, fave Heav'n: 

But in our Circumſtance and courſe of Thought, 

'Tis heavy with him. And am I then rereng d, 

To take him in the purging of his Soul. 

| When de bis fir and ſcalon d for his paſſage? No. 

Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid time 

When he is drunk or in his rage, 

Or in th'inceſtuous pleaſure of his Bed, 

At gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome act 

That has no reliſh of Salvation in t, 

Then trip him, that his Heels may kick at Heay'n, 

And that his Soul may be as damn'd and black 

As Hell, whereto it My Mother ſtays, 

This Phyſick but prolongs thy ſickly Days. [ Exit. 

King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below, 

Words, without thoughts, never to Heaven go. [Ext. 


| SCENE Il. The Quees's Apartment. | 


Enter Juen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come ſtraight; look you lay home to him, 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your Grace hath ſcreen'd, and ſtood between 
Much heat and him. Fil lence me een here; 

Pray you be round with him. 


. Ham. 
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Ham. within, Mother, Mother, Mother. 
Deen. III warrant you, fear me not. 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. 
l [Polonius hides himſelf behind the Arras. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now, Mother, what's the Matter ? 
. Hamlet, thou haſt thy Father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you have my Father much effended. 
Queen. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle Tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you queſtion with an idle Tongue. 
Queen. Why how now, Ham:et ? 
Ham. What's the matter now ? 
neen. Have forgot me? 
1 — No, by che Rood, not ſo; 
You are the Queen, your Husband's Brother's Wife, 
But would you were not ſo. You are my Mother. 
Nay, then FI! ſet thoſe to you that can ſpeak, 
Ham. Come, come, and fir you down, you ſhall not 
budge : 
Yo ap not till I ſet you up a Glaſs 
Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you. 
What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me? 
Help. help, ho. 
Fol. What ho, help, help, belp. [ Behind the Arras. 
Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate, dead. 
Pol. Oh I am ſlain. [ Kulls Polonius. 
Deen Oh me, what haſt thou done? 
Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King? 
Deen. Oh, what a raſh and bloody ceed is this! 
han. A bloody deed, almoſt as bad, good Mother, 
As Kill a King. and marry witn his Brother, 
Deen. As kill'd a King? 
tiam. Ay Lady, 'twas my word. 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding Fool, farewel, 
] took thee for thy Berters, take thy Fortune, 
Thou find'ſt to be too buſie, is ſome danger. 
Leave wringing ct your hands, peace, fit you down, 
And let me wring your Heart, for fo 1 ſhall 
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If it be made of pendtrable tuft ; 


* 


If damned Cuſtom have not braz'd it ſo, 
That it is proot and bulkwark ”=_ Senſe. 


Queen. What have I done that 


dareſt wag thy Tongue 


ln noiſe ſo rude againſt me? 
Ham Such an Act, | = 
That blurs the Grace and bluſh of Modeſty, 
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
From the fair Forehead of an innocent love, 
And makes a Bliſter there; makes Marriage vows 
&s falſe as Dicers Oaths. O fuch a Deed, 
As from the Body of contraction plucks 


The very Soul, and ſweet Religion makes 
A Rhapiody of words. Heav'n's Face doth 
Yea, this ſolidi 
With triſt ful Vi as 
Is thought-ſick at the 


ria roars 


glow ; 


and compound maſs, 
1 the doom, 


me, what act, : 
loud, and thunders in the Index ? 


Ham. Look here upon this Picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit preſentment of two Brothers: 
See what a Grace was ſeated on his Brow, 
Hyperion's Curles, the Front of Fove himſelf, 
An Eye like Mars, to threaten or command, 
A Station like the Herald Mercury 
Now lighted on a Heay*a-kiſſing Hill; 
A Combination, and a form indeed, 
Where every God did ſeem to ſet his Seal, 


To give the World aſſurance of a Man. 
This was your Husband. Look you now what follows. 
Here is your Husband, like a Mildew'd Ear, 

Blaſting his wholcſome Brother. Have you Eyes? 
Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, | 
And batten on this Moore ? Ha! have you Eyes? 
You cannot call it Love; for at your Age, 
The hey-day in the Blood is tame, it's 


And waits u 


Would ſtep from this to this? What Devil was t, 
That thus hath cozen d you at Hoodman- blind? 


— 


the judgment; and what Judgmene 
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O Shame! where is thy bluſh? Rebellious Hell, 
If thou canſt mutiny in a Matron's Bones, 
To flaming Youth, let Virtue be as Wax, 

in her own fire, 11 
the compulſive Ardure gives the charge, 
enen 
panders Wull. 
O Hamlet, ſpeak no more. 
't mine Eyes into my very Soul, 
I ſee ſuch black and grained ſyots, 


Enter Ghoſt. 
- Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches 
Save me! and hover o'er me with your Wings [ Starting up. 
You Heav' _ Ys would you, gracious figure? 
a 's 


Is bur to whet thy almoſt 
But look! Amazement on thy Mother fits ; 
O ſtep between her and her fighting Soul, 
Crnctit in weakeſt Bodice, frongell works. 
Speak to her Hamlet. | 
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Ham. How is it with you, Lady ? 
am. Alas, how ist with you? 

That thu; you bend your Eye on vacancy, 

— with the Corporal Air do hold — 
at your Eyes, irits wildly pee p, 

And as the ſſeeping T th Alarm, 

Your Bedded Hairs, like Life in Ex-rements, 

Start 4 ſtand an end. O gentle Son, 

Upon the heat and flime of thy Diſtemper 

Sprinkle cool Patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him! on him! look you how pile he glares ! 
His form and cauſe conjuig'd, preaching to Stones, 
Would make them capable. Do not look upon me, 

Leſt with this pitious Action you convert 
My ſtern effets; then what 1 have to do, 
Will want true colour; Tears perchance for Blood. 

Queen To whom do you ſpeak this? 

Ham. Do you fee nothing there? | Pointing to the Ghoſt. 
Qn Nothing at all, yet all that is I fee. 
Ham Nor did you _—_— — 8 
Queen. No, nothing but our ſelves. 

Ham. Why look yeu there ? look bow it ſteals away ! 


My Father in his Habit as he lived! 


Look where he goes even now out at the Portal. [ Exit Ghoſt, 
Aen. This is the very Coinage of your Brain, 


My Pulſe, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healthful M fick. It is not madacſs 


That I have uttered; bring me to the Teſt 
And I the matter w.ll re-word; which madneſs 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of Grace, 
Lay not a flattering Uaction to your Soul, 

That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs ſpeaks : 


It will but Skin Film the Ulcerous place, 
Whilſt rank _— ruaning all within, 
Iaſects unſeen. eſs your felf to Heav'n, 


Repent what's paſt, avoid what is to come, 
. Weeds, 
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And live the purer with the other half. | 


_ > x 
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To make them ranker. Forgive me this my Virtue, 

For in the fatneſs of theſe purſie times, 

Vertue it ſelf of Vice pardon beg. 

Yea. curb, and wooe. for leave to do him good. 
Queen. Oh Hamlet! thou haſt cleft my Heart in twain. 
Ham. O throw away the worſer part of it, 


Good Night; but go not to mine Uncle's Bed, | 
Aſſume a Virtue, it you have it not. 

That Monſter Cuſtom, who all Senſe doth eat 
Ot Habit's Devil, is Angel zet in this; | 
That to the uſe of Actions fair and good, 

He likewiſe gives a Frock or Livery 

That aptly is put on; refrain to Night, 

And that ſhall lend a kind of eaſineſs 

To the next Abſtinence, the next more eaſie; 
For uſe can almoſt change the lamp of Nature | 


— 


Sark => FOFSEE _ 


And maſter the Devil, or throw him out 

With wondrous Potency. Once more, good Night; 

And when you are deſirons to be bleſt. 

ll Bleſhng beg of you. For this fame Lord, [ Pointing to Pol. — 

do repent: but Heay'n hath pleas d it fo, 

To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 

That I muſt be their Scourge and Miniſter. 

4 oy beſtow him, and _ anſwer well 

Death I gave him; in, a Ni ht. 
I muſt be cruel only s be bad; n 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 
Deen. What ſhall I do? 
Ham. Not this by no means that I bid you do. 

Let rhe blunt King tempt you again to Bed, 

Pinch Wanton on your Cheek, call ycu bis Mouſe, 

And oy for a 4 of reechy kiſſes, 

Or padling in your Neck with his dama'd Fingers, 

als yoo ts ravel all this matter out, eg . 

That I eſſentially am not in madaeſs, l 
[ 
1 


Bur mad in were good you let him know, 
For who that's but a Queen, fair, ſober, wiſe, 
Would from a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 


Such 
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Such dear concernings hide? Who would do ſo? 

Vapeg the Basket on the Houſes top, 

Let the Birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 

" * To try conc} , in the Basket creep, A 

| And break your own Neck down. | 

| Ne. thou aſſur d, if words be made of Breath, 

* And breath of Life: 1 have no Life to breathe 

hat thou haſt ſaid to me. 

' Ham. 1 muſt to England, you know that ? 

een. Alack, I had forgot; 'Tis ſo concluded on. 
Ham. This Man ſhall ſet me ing ; 

Uu lug the Guts into the Neig Room ; 

Mother, good Night. Indeed this Counſellor 

＋ now moſt ſtill, moiſt ſecret, and moſt grave, 


Who was in Life a fooliſh ing Knave. 
| Come, Sir, to draw — > with you. 


Good Night, Mother. 
[Exit Hamlet, ugging in Polonius. 


— 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


SCENE 4 Regal eng, 
Enter King and Queen. & 1 


ng T Here's matters in theſe ſighs, »r 080 

1 . l | 

here is your Son? Sv 
Leen. Ah, my good Lord, what have 1 fe 
King. What, Gertrade Ho does Hamlet 
Queen. Mad as the Seas, and Wind,when both contend 

Whica is the mightier; in his lawleſs it - 

Behind the Arras, hearing ſomething ſtir, | 

He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat \, 


And in his brainiſh apprebenſion, kills 

The unſeen old Man | * 
King. Oh heavy ? | 

I had been ſo with us, had we been there * 


Qs His 


1 


ve 
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. To draw apart the Body he beth kid, 
whom his very Madneſs, like ſome Ore 

a Mineral of Metals baſe, 
Shevas it ſelf pure. He weeps for what is done, 
King. Oh Gertrude, come away : 

The Sun no fooner ſhall rhe Mountains touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence, and this vile deed, 
We mutt, with all our Majeſty and Skill, 

Both countenance, and excuſe. Po! Gwuildenſter:: / 


Enter Roſincroſſe and Guildenſtern. 
Friends both, go join you with ſome further aid: 
Hamlet in s hath Polonia ſhin, 


from his Mother's Cloſet hath he drag'd him. 
him out, ſpeak fair, and bring the Bod y 
Chappel. I pray you haſte in this. 
[Ex. Roſ. and Guild. 
Gertrude, we'il call up our wiſelt Frien 's, 
them know both what we mean to do, 
whar's untimely done. Oh come away, 
Soul is full of diſcord and diſmay. [ Exeuyt. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Gentlemen within. Hamlet! Lord Hamlet ! 
Han. What noiſe? who calls on Hamlet i 
Ch here they come. 
Enter Roſincroſſe and Guildenſtern. 

Rof. What have you done, my Lord, with the dead Body? 
Ham. Compounded it with duſt, whereto tis kin. 
Rof. Tell us where 'tis, that we may take ir thence, 
And bear it to the Chappe, * 


Han 


| 


* 
Lid 


al 


. 
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» Take you me for a 
Ay, Sir, that ſokes up the King's Countenance, 
his Rewards, his Authorities; but ſuch Officers do the 

ng beſt ſervice in the end; he keeps them like an Ape 
in the corner of his Jaw, firſt mouth d to be laſt ſwal- 
lowed, when he needs what you have * it is but 
ſquee zing you, and Spunge you ſhall be dry again. 

Ry/. 1 underſtand you not, my Lor. 
; I am glad of it; a knaviſh Spec ch ſleeps in a ſooliſn 


Roſ. My Lord, you muſt tell us where the Body is, and 
go with us to the King. 

Ham. The Body is with the King. but the King is not 
with the Body. The King, is a thing 

Guild. A thing, my Lord? 

Ham. Of nothing? bring me to him, hide Fox, and all 
after. [ Exeant. 

X Enter King. | 

King. I have ſent to {eek him, d to find the Body; 
How dangerous is it that this Man gots logde ! 
Vet muſt not we put the ſtrong Law oa him; 

s lov'd of the diſtracted Multitude, 
Who like not in their Judgment, but their Eyes: 
And where 'tis ſo, th Offender's ſcourge is weigh'd, 
But never the Off-ace. To bear all ſmooth, and even, 
This ſudden ſending him away, muſt ſeem 
Deliberate pawſe: Diſeaſes deſperate grown, 
By deſperate Appliance are reheved, 


Qr not at all. 
Enter Rofincroſle, 
How row? what bath befal'n? 
Roſ. Where the dead Body is beſlow'd, my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. | 
. King. But where is he? 


Without, my Lord, guarded to know your Plea- 


ai 


27 
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ft 
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* 

thither to ſee. If your Meſſen- 
him not there, ſeek him ith* other place your 
indeed, if you find him not this Month, you 
him as you go up the Stairs into the Lobbey. 
Go fork bim there. 
He will ſtay till ye come. 

ng. Hamlet, this Deed of thine, for thine eſpecial ſafety 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
rb mp wr dures mu -- +7 

it Quickneſs z therefore prepare th 
The Bark is ready, and the Wind at help. 4 
Th Aſſociates tend, and every thing at bent 


K 


E 
Mer 


1 


for 

King. Thy loviog Father, Hamlet. 
Ham. My Mother: Father and Mother is Man and 
Wie; Man and Wife is one Fleſh, and fo my Mother. 
King, 
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ing. Follow him at foot, tempt him with ſpeed aboard; 
Delay not, III have him hence to Night. | 
Away, for every thing is ſeal'd and done 
That elſe leans on th Affair; pray you make haſte, 
And England, if my Love thou hold't at t. 
As my Power thereof may give thee 
Lince yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red 
After — Daniſh W and — free awe 
Pays homage to us; may ſt not coldly ſet 
— Proeefs, which imports at full, 
By Letters conjuring to that effect, 
The preſent Death of Hamlet. Do it England, 
For like the Hectick in my Blood he rages, 
And thou muſt cure me; till I know tis done, 


How-c'er my Haps, my Joys were ne'er begun. [Exi#, 
SCENE H. A Camp. 
Enter Fortinbras with an Army, 


For. Go, Captain, from me to the Daniſh King, , 
Tell him that by his Licenſe, Fortinbras 
Claims the Conveyance of a promis'd March 
Over his Kingdom. You know the Rendevruuz; 
It that his Majeſty would ought with us, 
We ſhall expreſs our Duty in his Eye, 
And let him know fo. 
Capt. 1 will do't, my Lord. | 
For. Go ſoftly on. 2 Fortiubras. 
Enter Hamlet, Roſircroſſe, Oc. 
Ham. Good Sir, whoſe Powers are theſe? 
Capt. They are of Norway, Sir. 
Ham. How propos'd, Sir, I pray you? 
Cat Againft ſome part of Poland. 
Ham. Who commands 22 Sir ? 
. The Nephew of old Norway, Fortinbras. 
> 4 Goes it againſt the main ot Poland, Sir, 
Or for ſome Frontier? 
Capt. Truly to ſpcak, and with no Addition, 
We go to gain a little patch of Ground | 


That 
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That hath in it no proſit but the Name, 
To pay five Duckets, five | would not farm it, 
Nor will it yield to or the Pole 


This is th' impoſthume of much Wealth and Peace, 
That inward and ſhews no cauſe without 


my Lord? 
you ſtraight, go a little before. [ Exe, 
Manet Ham'et. 


us with ſuch large Diſcourſe, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 


* reaſon | 
Ruſt in us unus'd; now whether it be ; 


Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 3:5 


When Honour's at the Stake. How ftand I then, 
That have a Father kill'd. a Mother ſtain d. 
Excite ments of my Reaſon and my Blood. 

And let all While to my Shame [ ſee 

The eminent Death of ewenty thoufand Men, 
That for a fantafie and trick of Fame 

Go to their Graves like Beds, fight for a Plot 
Whereon the Numbers cannot try the Cauſe, 
Which is not tomb enough and continent 


To hide the ſhin? O from this time forth, 
My Thoughts be bloody, or be — 
SCENE III. A Palace. 


Enter Queen, Horatio, and Attendant: 
1 will not ſpeak with her. 


Hor. She is importunate, 
Indeed diſtract; her mood will needs be pitied. 
Dress. What would ſhe have? 

Hor. She ſpeaks much of her Father; ſays ſhe hears 
There's tricks 'th* World, and hems, and beats her Heart, 
enviouſly at Straws, ſpeaks chings i in doubt, 

t carry but half Senſe: Her Speech 1s nothing, 

Yet the unſhaped uſe of it doth move 
The Heaters to Collection; they aim at it, 
And botch the words up fic to their own 
Which as her winks, and nod:, and geſtures yield them, 
Indeed would make one thiak there would be Thoughts ; 
Though nothing ſure, yet much unhappily. 

Deen. Twere ſhe were ip ken wich, for ſhe ray 

Conjectures in ill- Minds. [frow 

Let ker come in. 
To my fick Soul, as Sin s true Nature is, 
Each toy ſeems Prologue to ſome great amiſs, 
So full of artleſs Jealoutie is Guilt, 


It ſpills it ſelf in tearing to be ſpilt. 
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Enter Ophelia diſtrafted. 
e Pagan of Dennark? 
— "17 know, from another 
Oph. How I —.04« one ? 
„ bo cocks ther and and his ſandal Shoon. | Singing. 
= Alas, ſweet Lady; what _ this Song ? 
Sa ? nay ou mark 
Arp Ss AR eb had and gone 
282 gy oo rn od: at his Heels a Stone. 
Enter King. 
Nay, but — 


Pray you 

White his Shrowd as the Mountain Snow. 
Alas, look here, my Lord. 
a ſweet Flowers : 


to the Grave did not go, 
— 2 ny 


How do ye, pretty Lady? 
Well, God dil'd Io 


Oph. Pray you let us have no word: of this; but when 
they ask you what it means, ſay you this 
To morrow is Sr. Valentine's Day. all m the moru betime, 


And I a Maid at your Window, to be your Valentine. 


up he roſe. and don d his Cloaths, and dupt the Camber- 
door; 


come to my Bed. 


King. How long hath ſhe been thus ? 
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Oph. I hope all will be well We muſt be patient, but 
I cannot chuſe but weep. to think they ſhould lay him 
ith' cold Ground; my Brother ſhall know of it, and fo 1 
thank you for your good Counſel. Come, my Coach; 
goodnight, Ladies; goodnight, ſweet Ladies; - 
ight. ight. | Exit. 
King. Follow her cloſe, give her good Watch, I pray you; 
Oh thus is the Poiſon of deep Griet, it ſprings 
All from her Father's Dearh. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude ! 
When Sorrows come, they come not ſingle Spies, 
But in Battalions, Firſt, her Father ſlain, 
Next your Son gone, and he moſt violent Aathor 
Ot his own juſt Remove; the People muddied, | 
Thick and unwholfome in their Thoughts and Whiſpers, 
For good Polonins Death; and we have done but greenly, 
In huꝑger m to inter him; poor Ophelia 
Divided from ſelf, and her fair Judgment. 
Without the which we are Pictures, or mere Beaſt: 
Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, 
Her Brother is in ſecret come from France, 
Feeds on this wonder, keeps himſelf in Clouds, 
And wants not Buzzers to inf. ct his Ear 
With peſtilent hes of his Father's Death; 
Where in neceſlity, of matter beggar d, 
Will nothing ſtick our Perſons to arraign 
In Eir and Ear. O my dear Gertrude this, 
Like to a murdering Piece in many places. 
Gives me ſuperfluous Death. f 4 Noiſe within, 
Enter à Meſſenger. 
Dr. Alack, what Noiſe is this? 
King. Where are my Switzer: ? Let them guard the Door. 
What is the matter? 
Meſ. Save your ſelf, my Lord, 


The Ocean, over peering of his Lift, 


Eats not the Flats with more impetuous haſte, 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous Head, 

Oer- bears your Officers; the Rabble call him Lord, 
And as the World were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuſtom not known; 
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They cry, _——_— our K. 

Caps, Hands, and Tongues, applaud it 3 

Laertes (hall be K na r 

Ls». How chearfully on the falſe Trail they cry 

Oh dis is Counter, you falſe Daniſh Dogs. [ Noiſe withia, 
Enter Laertes. 


King. The Doors are broke. 

Laer. Where is the King? Sirs! Stand you all without, 
All, No. let's come in» 

I pra 0 


you; Keep the Door. 

© King give me my Father. 

— good Laertes. 

That drop of Blood that calms, proclaims me Ba- 


tard : 
Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaſte unſmitched Brow 
Of my true Mother. 
King. What is the Cauſe, Laertes, 
Lg neg, tents © Glens the ? 
wy. „Gertrude; do not fear cur Perſon: 
1 tack Divinity doth hedge a King 
n 
little of his Will Tell me, Laertes, 


Why are you thus incenſt? Let him go, Gertrude. 
Speak Man. 


. Where's my Father? 
Dead. 


e e * 
Laer. How came he dead? IIl not * 
To Hell Allegiance; Vows to the 1 
Conſcience and Grace, to the profoundeſt Pit; 

I dare Damnation; to this voiat | Rand, 
That both the Worlds 1 give to negligence, 
Let come what comes; only I'll be reveng'd 
23 bor my Fetker, 
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King. Who ſhall ? 
Laer. My Will, — ul the World. 
And for my means, I'll husband them fo well, 
They ſhall go far with little. 
King. Good Laerte:: 
If you deſire to know the certainty 
Ot your dear Father's death, it 'tis not writ in — Revenge, 
That Soop ſtake you will draw both Friend and Foe, 
Winner and Loſer. 
Laer. None but his Enemies. 
King. Will you know them then ? 
Laer. To his Friends thus wide I'll ope my Arms, 
And like the kind life- ing Pelican, 
Repaſt them with my Blood. 
King. Why now you ſpeak 
Like a good Child, and a true Gentleman. 
That I am guiltleſs of your Father's Death, 
8 mA in Grief for it. 
t as to your Judgment pierce, 
As Day does to your Eye. 
A. Noiſe within. Lot her come in. 
Enter dreſs with Straw: and F.owers. 
Laer. now? what noiſe is that? 
O heat dry up my Braias, tears ſeven times ſalt, 
Burn out the and virtue of mire Eye. 
By Heav'n thy madneſs ſhall be paid by weight, 
Till our Scale turns the Beam. O Roſe of May! 
Dear Maid, kind Sifter, ſweet Ophelia! *® 
O Heav'ns, is't poſſible a young Maid's wits. 
Shcu'd be as mortal as an old 's Life? 


Nature is fine in love, and where tis fine, 
It ſends ſome precious inſtance of it ſelf 
After the thing it loves. 
Oph. They bore him ba v. fac d on the Bier, 
Hey non noney, nancy hey non y: 
And on his Grave rains many a Tear, 
Fare you well, my Dove. 
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Tt could not move — 

Oph. You muſt ſing down a-down, and you call. him 
a down-a. O how the Wheels become it? It is the falfe 
Steward that ſtole his Maſter's Daughter. 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There's Roſemary, that's for remembrance; 
Pray Love remember; and there's Pancies, that's for 
hts. 

Laer. A document in madneſs, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Aa There's Fennel for you, and Columbines ; there's 
Rue for you, and here's ſome for me. We may call it 
Herb Grace a Swnday:: O you muſt wear your Rue with 
a difference. There's a Daſie, I would give you ſome 
Violets, but they withered all when my Father dy'd: They 
ſay, he made a good end; 

Fer bonny ſweet Robin is all my jcy 

Laer. Thought, and Affliction, Paflion, Hell it ſelf, 
She turns to favour, and to prettineſs. 

Oph. And will he not come again 
An will he not come again? 
No no, he is dead, go to thy Death bed, 
He never will come again. 
His Beard as white as Snow, 
All Flaxen was his Pole: 


He ig gone, N and we caſt away mone, 


Laer. Do you ſee this, you Gods ? 

Fing. Laertes, I muſt commune with your Grief, 

4x | 
Friends you will, 
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Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call ours 
To you in ſatisfaction. But if not, 


- Be you content to lend your Patience to us, 


And we ſhal) jointly labour with your Soul, 
To give it due content. 
Laer. Let this be fo: 
His means of Death, his obſcure Burial ; 
No Trophy, Sword, nor Hatchment o'er his Bones, 
No noble Rite, nor formal Oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, as twere from Heav'n to Earth, 
That I mult call in queſtion. 
King. So you ſhall: 
And where th offence is, let the great Ax fall. 
I pray you go with me. Exeumt. 
Euter Horatio, with an Attendant. 
Her. What are they that would ſpeak with me? 
Ser. Sailors, Sir, they fay they have Letrers for you. 
Hor Let them come in, 
Ido not know from what part of the World 
I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord- Zamle:. 
Enter Sailor. 
Sail God bleſs you, Sir. 
Hor. Let him bleſs thee too, 
Sail He ſhall, Sir, an't pleaſe him. There's a Letter 
for you, Sir: It comes from th Ambaſſador that was 


bound tur Engiand, it your Name be Horatio, as I am let 
to know it is. 


Reads the Letter. * 


| when thou ſhalt have overlook'd this, give thu 
Fellows {ome means to the King: They have Letters 
him. Ere we were two Days old at Sea, a Pirate of 


V 
ple, I boarded them: On the inſtant 
Ship, ſo I alone became their Priſoner. They have 
me, like Thieves of Mercy, but they knew what they 
1 am to do a good turn for them. Let 


the 
Letters I have ſent, and repair thou to me with as much haſte 
| As 


ht chem. 


from hom you broug 


ſeal, 


for Friend, 


Enter King and Laertes. 
me in your Heart, 


King Now muſt your Conſcience my 
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Laer. And fo have I a noble Father loft, 
A Siſter driven into deſperate —— 
Whoſe worth, if Praiſes may 
Stood Challenger on mount — 
For her Perfections. 11 
Break not your or t muſt not think 
ae Bo nn mad of ſtu b C oat, 
That we can let cur Beard be ſhuok with 
And think it paſtime. You ſhortly ſhall hear more, 
1 lov'd your Father, and we love your elf, 
And that I hope will reach you 1 
Enter 

How now? What News ? 

Meſ. Letters qe from Hamlee. This to your 
Mics th Ly 

King. From m—_ Who brought them? 

Me. Sailors, my Lord, they fay, 1 faw them not: 
They wane ren WOE NE 3 


Or is it ſome abuſe? Or no ſuch thing : 
Laer. Know you the Hand? 
King. Tis Hamlet's Character, naked, and in a Poſtſcript 
here he ſays alone: Can you adviſe me? 
Laer. Fm loſt in it, my Lord, but let him come, 
It warms the very ſickneſs in my Heart, 
That I ſhall live and tell him to Teeth; 

Thus diddeft thou. | 
; King. If it be fo, Laertes, as how ſhould it be ſo? oe 
How otherwiſe ?— will you be rul'd by me? 
Laer. If. ſo, you'll not o'er-rule me to a 
King. To thine own Peace: If he be now return d 


As checking at his Voyage, and that he means my 


No more to undertake it; I will work him 
To an exploit now in my Device, 
Under the which he not chuſe but fall: 
And for his Death no wind of blame ſhall! breathe, 
But even his Mother ſhall uncharge the practice, 
2 call it accident. 
Laer. My Lord, I will be rul d. 
The rather if you could deviſe it ſo 
That I. might be the Inſtrument. 
It falls right: 

You have been takt of ſince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, = a quality 
Wherein they fay you ſhine; your ſum ot parts 
Did not together pluck ſuch envy from him, 
As did that one, 333 
Of the un worthieſt 

Laer. What part is t y Lord? 

King. A very Feather i in the Cap of Youth, 
— need ful too, for Youth no leis becomes 

41 and careleſs Livery that it wears, 
Age his Sables, and his Weeds, 

_—_— Been and Graveneſs: Two Months ſince 
Here was a Gentleman of N 
Foe feen my ſelf and fery'd againſt 2 French, 
And they ran well cn Horſe- back; but this Gallant 
Had witchcraft in't. he grew into his Seat; 
ny to ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe, 

As he had been encorps'd and demy-natur'd 
With the brave Beaſt; fo far he paſt my Thought, 
That I in forgery of Shapes and Tricks, 
Come Wy of what he did. 


"Lacy. 1 know him well, he is the brooch indeed, 
And Gem of all the Nation. 

King. He made confeſſion of you, 
And gave you ſuch a Ty report, 
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For art and exerciſe in your defence; 
And for your Rapier moſt 8 
That he cry'd out, would be a fight indeed, | 
If one could match you, Sir. This Report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothing do but wiſh and beg, 
Your ſudden coming over to play with him; 
Now out of this — 

Laer. Why out of this, my Lord? 

King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a Sorrow, 
A Face without a Heart? 

Laer. Why ask you this? 
King. Not that I think you did not love your Father; 
Bur that I know Love is n by Time; 
And that I fee in Paſſages _ 
Time qualifies the ſpark and fire of it: 
— within the very flame of Love 


There 
A kind of wick or ſnuff that will abate it, 
And nothing is at a like Goodneſs ſtil] ; 

For Goodneſs growing to a Pleuriſie, 
Dies in his own too much ; that we would do, 
We ſhould do when we would; for this wow/d changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many 


As there are Tongues, are Hands, are Accidents, 
And then this Should is like a ſpend - thriftſigh. 

That hurts by caling; but to the quick of th* Ulcer, 
Hamlet comes back, what would you undertake, 
To ſhew your felt your Father's Son indeed, 

More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his Throat i'th' Church. 

King. No place indeed ſhould Murther ſanctuariſe; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds ; but, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep cloſe within your Chamber? —Y 

return'd ſhall knew you are come home: 
We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your Excellence, 
= a double Varniſh on the fame 
Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together, 
| And w.ge” .n hour Heads. He being remiſs, 
Moſt generous, aud free from ali contriving, 
Vol. VL R 
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llected from all — that have Virtue 
ve the thing from death. 
ch'd withal; I'll touch my * 
With this contagion, that if I gall him ſlightly, 


*Twere better not aſſay d; therefore this Project 
Should have a Back, or ſecond, that might hold, 
If this ſhould blaſt in proof. Soft let me ſee—— 


on your Cunnings, 


8 Tuck. 
there; how now, ſweet Queen? 
Enter 


One Woe doth tread upon another's Heel, 
80 taſt they'll follow: Your Siſter's drown*d, Laertes. 
Laer. Drown'd! O where? 

There is a Willow grows aſlant a Brook, 
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When down the Trophies, and her ſelf, 

Fell in the wertig Brook. her Cloaths ſpread w 

And Meremaid-'ike, a while they bear her up, . 

Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old Tunes, 

As one incapable of her own diſtreſs, 

Or like a Creature Native, and deduced 

Unto that Element : But long it could not be, 

Till that her Garments heavy with their drink, 

Pull'd the poor Wretch from her melodious lay, | 

To muddy death. i 

Laer. Alas then, is ſhe drown'd? | 

| Deen. Drown'd, drown'd. | 

Lier. Too much of Water haſt thou, poor Ophelia, | 

And therefore I forbid my Tears: But yet | 

It is our trick, Nature her cuſtom holds, | 

Let ſhame ſay what it will; when theſe are | 

The Woman will be out: Adieu, my Lord, 

1 have 2 of fire that fain would blaze, 

But that this folly drowns it. "_ [ Exve. 
King. Let's follow, Gertrude: 

! How much I had to do to calm his Rage? s 

Now fear I this will give it tart again, 

Therefore let's follow [ Exenne. 


— 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


SCENE A Charch. 
Enter two Clowns, with Spades and Mattocks. 
ichen. IS ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian Burial, 
1s ohe banked be 2 
2 Clown. | tell thee, ſhe is, and therefore make her Grave 
Aas Crowner hath fare on ber, and finds it Chri- 
Ii Chen. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drowned her felf 
in her own defence ? 
2 Clown. Why tis found fo. 


1 Clown. It muſt be Se offendends, it cannot be elſe. Far 
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the point if l drawn my felf witting ly, it aroves 
Act hath three Branches. It is an 


and drown himſelf; it is will he, nill he, he ; mark 
that: Bur if the Water come to him, anddrown him; 
drowns not himſelf. Argal, he that is not guilty of his 
own Death, ſhortens not his own Lite. | 


2 Clown. But is this Law ? 

1 Clown. Ay marry is't, Crowner's Queſt Law. 

2 Clown Will you ha' the truth on't : if this had not 
been a Gentlewoman, ſhe ſhould have been buried out of 
1 Clown. Why there thou ſay'ſt. And the more pity that 
great Folk ſhould have Countenance in this World todrown 
or hang themſelves, more than other Chriſtians, Come, 
my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen but Gardiners, 
Ditchers and Grave-makers; they hold up Adam's pro- 

. 2 Clown. Was he a Gentleman ? 

1Clows. He was the firſt that ever bore Arme. 

2 Clowns. Why, he had none. 

1 Clown. What, art a Heathen ? how doſt thou under- 
ſland the Scripture? the Scripture ſays. Ailam digg'd; 
could be dig without Arms? I'll put another Queſtion to 
thee; if thou anſwereſt me not to the purpole, confels 
thy telf —— 

2 Clown. Go to. 

+ 3 Clown. What is he that builds ſtronger than either the 
"Maſo+ rhe Ship-wright, or the Carpenter? ; 

2 Cle The Gallows-maker, tor that Frame out: lives 
"a thouwand T-nants. 

1 Clown. I like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallows 
does Wel; but how does it wzll? it does well to thoſe 
that do ill: now thou doſt ill to fay the Gallows is built 
Rtronger than the Church; Argal, the Gallows may @ 
Well to thee, To t again, Come. 


2 Clown, 
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2 Clews. Who builds tronger than a Maſon, aSh'pwright, 


or a Carpenter? — x 
1 Clown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 4 * 
2 Clown. Marry, now I can tell. 3 | ' 
1 Clown. To't. Y 1 * 2 
2 Clown. Maſs, I cannot tell. 3 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio at 4 diſtance. | 

1 Clown. Cudgel thy Brains no more about it; for your 
dull Aſs will not mend his pace with beating; and when 
ou are ask d this queſtion next, ſay a Grave maker: the 
Houſcs that he makes, laſt till Dooms-day: go, get thee 
to Toughan, fetch me a ſtoup of Liquor. [Exis 3 Clown 


He digs and Sings. 
In Youth when I did love, did love, 
Methonght it was ſweet; 
To contratt O the time for a my behove, 
O methonght there was nothmg meet. 


Ham. Has this Fellow no feeling of his buſineſi, that 
he ſings at Grave-making ? 

Hoy. Cuſtom hath made it in him a property of caſineſs 

Ham. 'Tis een ſo; the hand of little imployment hath 
the daintier ſenſe. 


Clown ſings. 
But Age with his ſtealing ſteps, 
Hath caught me in bus clutch: 
And bath ſhipped me intill the Land, 
As if I never had been ſuch. 


Ham. That Scull had a tongue in it, and could fingonce j 
how the Knave jowles it o th' ground, as if it were Cui 
Jaw-bone, that did the firſt murther: it might be the Pare 3 
of a Politician which this Aſs o'er-offices; one that could 
circumvent God, might it not ? | 

Hoy. It might, my Lord. 1 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay, Good 
row ſweet Lord, how doſt thou, good Lord ? this might 
be my Lord ſuch a one, that prais'd my Lord ſuch a ones 
Horſe, when he meant to beg it; might it nor? 

3 
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Ham. Why een fo: And now tis Worm' : 
lefs, ard knock: about the Mazzard e — 
here's fine Revolution, if we had the trick to ſeet. Did 
theſe Bones cuſt no more the Breeding, but to play at Log- 
gers with em? mine ake to think ont. 


Clown fings. 
Pick axe and a Spade, a Spade, 
For and a ' 


O a Pit of Clay for to be made; 
For ſuch a Gueſt is meet. 


Ham. There's another: Why might not that be the Scull 
of a Lawyer? where be his Quiddirs now? his Quillers? 
his Caſes? his Tenures, and his Tricks? why does he ſuffer 
this rude Knave now to knock him about the Sconce 
with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him of his Action 
of Battery? hum. This Fellow might be in's time a great 
Buyer of Land, with his S:atutes his Recognizances, his 
Fines, his dcuble Vouchers, his Recoveries: Is this the fine 
of his Fines, and the Recovery of his Recoveries, to have 
his fine Pate full of fine Dirt? will his Vouchers youch 
him no more ot his Purchaſes, and double ones too, than 
the length and breadrh of a N of Indenturcs? the very 
conveyances of his Lands will hardly lye in this Box; and 
muſt the Inheritor himſelf have no more? ha? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord. 

Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep skins? 
Hier. Ay my Lord, and of Calve- skins too. 

Ham. They are Sheep and Calves that ſcek out aſſur- 
ance in that. I will ſpeak to this Fellow: Whoſe Grave's 
this, Sir? 

Clown, Mine, Sir — 

0 a pit of Clay for to be made, 
For 4 Ghoſt is meet. 

Ham. I think it be thine indeed: For thou lieſt in. 

Clown. Tou lie out ont, Sir, and therefore it is not yours; 
for my Part I do not lie in t, and yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doſt lie in't, to be in't, and fay tis thine, 
us tor the dead, and not for the quick, therefore thou iy f. 
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Clown. Tis a quick lie, Sir, twill away again from me 
to you. 

Ham. What Man doſt thou dig it for ? 

Clown. For no Man, Sir. 

Ham. What Woman then? 

Clown, For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 

Clown. One that was a Woman, Sir; but reſt her Soul, 
ſhe's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the Knave is ? we muſt 
the Card, or equivocation will follow us: by the , 
Horatio, theſe three Years I have taken note of it, the 
is grown fo picked, and the toe of the Peaſant comes 
rear the heel of our Courtier, he galls his Kibe. How 
long haſt thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clown. Of all the days i'th' Year, I came to't that day 
that our laſt King Hamlet o'ercame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? 

Clown. Cannot you tell that? every Fool can tell that 
It was the ery day that young Hamlet was born, he that 
was mad and ſcat into England. 

Ham. Ay marry, why was he ſent into England ? 

Clown. Why, becauſe he was mad; he ſhall recover his 
Wits there; or it he do not, it's no great matter there. 

Ham. Why? 

Clown. Twill not be ſeen in him, there the Men are 
as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad? 

Clown. Very ſtrangely, they fay. 

Ham. How ſtrangely ? 

Clown. Faith e en with loſing his Wits. 

Ham. Upon what Ground? 

Clown. Why, here in Denmark. I have been Sexton here; 
Man and Boy, thirty Years. 

Ham. How long will a Man lie i'th Earth ere he rot? 

Clown I faith, it he be not rotten before he die, (as 
we have many pocky Coarſes now a days, that will ſcarce 
hold the laying in) be will laſt you ſome eight Year, of 
nine Year, a Tanner will 1 nine Years, 
| 4 


Ham. 


Why he, more than another ? 

by Sir, his Hide is tann'd with his Trade; 
ill keep out watera great while, And you water 
is a fore Decayer of your whorion dead body. Here's a 
Scull now: this Scull has lain in the Earth three and twen- 


Ham. Whoſe was it ? 
Clown. A whorſon mad Fellow's it was; 
Whoſe do you think it was ? 
Ham. Nay. 1 know nor. 
Clown. A peſtilence on him for a mad Rogue, a pour'd 
a Flagon of Reniſh on my Head once. This ſame Scull, 
Sir, this ſame Scull, Sir, was Toricks Scull, the King's Jeſter, 
Ham. This ? 
C'own. Een that. 
Ham. Let me ſee. Alas poor Yorick! | knew him, Horatio, 
a Fellow of infinite Jeſt; of moſt excellent fancy, he hath 
born me on his back a thouſand times: And how abhorred 
my imagination is now, my gorge riſes at it. Here hu 
thoſe Lips that I have kiſfs'd I know not how oft. Where 
be your Gibes now? Your Gambols? Your Songs? Your 
fAl.ſhes of Merriment that were wont to fer the Table ona 
Roar? No one now to mock your own prog” 
chop fall'n? Now get you to my Lady's Chamber, and 
tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour ſhe 
muſt come; Make her laugh at that. Prithce, Horatio, 


tell me one thing. 
For. What's that my Lord? 


Ham. Doſt thou think Alexander lock d o this faſhion 
r th Earth : 

Hor. E'en ſo. 

Ham. And ſmelt fo, Puh? [Smelling to the Scull. 

Hor. Een fo, my Lord. 

Ham. To what baſe uſes we may return, Horatio. 
Why may not imaginaticn trace the noble Duſt ot Alex- 
ander till he find it ſtopping a bung-hole ? 

Hor. Tv ere to conſider too curiouſly, to conſider fo. 

Ham. No faith, not a jot. But to follow him thither 
with modeſty enough. and likelihood to lead it; as thus, 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth 

into 


- 
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into duſt; the duſt is earth; of earth we make Lome, and 


why of that Lome whereto he was converted, might they 
| not ſtop a Beer-barrel : 


Imperial Ceſar, dead and turn d to clay, 

Might ſtop a hole to keep the wind away. | 
| Oh, that that Earth, which kept the World in awe, 
| Should patch a Wall, t'expel the Winter's flaw. 
| But ſoft! but ſoft! aſide — here comes the King. 


du King, Nenn, Laertes aud « Coffin, with Lords and 
| efts Attendant. | 


| The Queen, the Courtiers. What ist that they follow, 
| And with tuch maimed Rights? This doth betoken, 
| The Coarſe they follow, did with deſperate hand 
1 Fore-do its own Life; twas ſome Eſtate. | 
Couch me a while, and mark. 
Laer. What Ceremony elſe? 
| Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble Youth: Mark —— 
Laer. What Ceremony elle? _- 
Prieſt. Her Obſequies have been as far enlarg'd, 
As we bave warranty; her death was doubtful, 
| And but that great command o'er-ſways the order, 
| She ſhould in ground unſanctiſied have lodg'd, 
| Till the laſt — For charitable Prayer. 
| Shards, F lints and Pebbles. ſhould be thrown on ber 3 
| Yet here ſhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden. ſtr. ments, and the bringing home 
| Of Bell and Burial. 
' Laer. uit there no more be done? 
| Prieſt. No more be done: 
We ſhould prophane the ſervice of the dead, 
To ling ſage Requiem. and ſuch reſt to her 
| As to peace-parted Sou's. 
| Lag. Lay her i' th' earth. 
And from her fair and unpollu ed fleſh, 
| May Viole's ſpring. I tell thee, courliſh Prieſt, 
A SG agel ſhall my Siſter be, 
| When thou lieſt howling. - 
Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! 
een. $weets, to thee tet, farewel, 
| I bup'd thou would'lt ha»: been my Hanle's Wiſk; 
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I thought thy Bride bed to have deck d, ſweet Maid, 
And not t have ftrew'd thy Grave. 
Laer. O terrible wooer 
Fall tentimes treble woes on that curs'd head, 
Whoſe wicked deed. thy moſt ingenious ſenſe 
fe- thee of. Hold off the Earth a while, 
Till I bave caught her once more in my arms, 
"Ts FI... was 
ow upon the q 
Till of this fat 2 mountain you have made, 
To o'er-tup old Pelion, or the sKkyiſh head 
Ham. Woat is he, whoſe priefs 
Bear ſuch an Emphaſis? whoſe phraſe of forruw 
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ſtand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is 1, 


Hamlet leaps into the Grave. 
Kamlet the Dane. 


Laer The Devil take thy Soul. [Grappling with him. 
Ham. Thou pray ſt not well, 
I prithee take thy fingers from my throat 
Sir, though ! am not ſpleenative and raſh, 
Vet bave | ſomething in me dangerous. v 
Which let thy wiſeneſs fear. Away thy hand. 
King. PI ck them aſunder —— 
Hamlet, Hamlet 
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. [ The Attendants part them 
Ham. Why, 1 will fight with him upon bis Theme, 
Uatil my Eye-lids vill no longer wag. 
Queen. Oh my Son! what theme:? 
Ham. | lov d Ophelia, forty thouſand Brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love, 
Make up my Sum. What wilt thou do for her? 
King.. Oh he is mad, Laertes. 
Qucen. For love of God forbear him. 
Ham. Come ſhew me what thou lt do. 
Woot weep? woou't fight? woo't tear thy ſelf? 
Woo't drink up = eat a Crocodile ? 
Fil do't. Do'ſt thou come hither to whine; 
To out- ſace me with leaping into her Grave? 
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Bo begins gled wh have OD 
And if thou prate of Mountains; let them throw 
resse 
Sindging his pate againſt the burning Zone, 
I US Gore Nay, and thou'lt mouth, 
rant as well as thou. 

— AID 
And thus a while the fit will work on him: 
Anon as 1 


When that Ee Cuplets are diſclos d, 
His ſilence will drooping. 


8 Hear you Sir 
wie ts rs that you uſe me thus? 


I lov'd you ever; but it is no matter 
Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 


The Cat will mew, and Dog will have his day. (Exit. 
King. I pray you good Horatio, wait upon him. 
your patience in our laſt Night's Speech. 


(To Laertes, 
put the matter to the preſent puſh. 


well 
Good Gertrude {et ſome watch over your Son, 
This Grave ſhall have a living Monument 

An Hour of quiet ſhortly ſhall we fee; 


"Till then in patience our proceeding be. [ Exennt. 


SCENE II. A Hall. 


Euter Hamlet and Horatio. 


Ham. So much for this, Sir; now let me ſee the other. 
You do remember all the circumſtance. 

Hor. Remember it, my Lord? 

Ham. Sir, in my Heart there was a kind of 
That would not let me ſleep; methought | lay 
Worſe than the murincers in the Bilboes; raſhly, 
(And prais'd be raſtmeis for it) let us know 
Our Iadiſcretion ſometimes ſcrves us well. 
When our dear Plots do pall; and that ſhould teach us, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 


Ker: 
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Hoy. That is moſt certain. 

Ham. Up from my Cabin, 

My Ses Gown ſcarft about me, in the dark, 
Grop'd I to find out them; had my deſire, 
Finger d their Packet. and in fine withdrew 
To mine own Room again, making fo bold, 
My Fears forgetting Manners, to uuſcal 

Their grand Commiſſion, where l found, Horatio, 
Oh Royal Knavery! an exact command. 
Larded with many ſeveral forts of reafon, 
Importing Denmark's Health, and England's too, 
With hoo, ſuch Buggs and Goblings in my life, 
That on the ſupervize, no leiſure bated, 

No not to ſtay the grinding of the Axe, 

My Head ſhould be Truck off. 

Hor. 1s't poſſible ? 

Ham. Here's the Commiſſion, read it at more leiſure; 
But wilt thou hear how 1 did proceed ? 

Hor. I beſeech you. 

Ham Beirg thus benetred round with Villains, 
Ere | could make a Prologue to my Brains, 
They had begun the Play. I fate me down, 
Devis'd a new Commiſſion, wrote it fair: 

F once di hold it as our Statiſts do, 

A baſereſs to write fiir; and labour'd much, 
How to forget that learning; But, Sir, row 
It did me Yeoman's ter vice; wilt thou know 
The eflects of what I wrote? 

Hor. Ay, good my Lord, 

Ham. An earneſt Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful Triburary, 

As love between them, as the Pulm ſhould Aouriſh, 
As Peace ſhould ſtill her wheaten Garland wear, 
And ſtand a Comma *'tween their Amitics, 
And many ſuch like 4s's of great charge, 
That on the view and know of theie contents, 
Without debatement further, more or leſs, 
Be ſhould the bearers put to ſudden death, 
No ſhrieving time allowed. 5 

Har. How was this ſeal d? 
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. Ham. Why even in that was Heay'n ordinate; 

I had my Father's Signet in my Purſe, 

Which was the Model of that Daniſh Seal : 

I folded the Writ up in form of the other, 
Subſcrib'd it, gave th Impreſſion. plac'd it ſafely, 
The Changeling never known: Now, the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was ſequent, 
Thou know'ſt already. 

Hor. So, Gmuildenſtern and go tot. A 

Ham. Why Man. they did make love to this employment, 
They are not near my Conſcience; their debate 
Doth by their own infinuation grow : 

Tis dangerous when baſer nature comes 
Between the paſs, and fell incenſed points 
Of migly y oppoſites. 

Hor. Why, what a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not. think ſt thou, ſtand me now upon? 
He that hath kill'd my King, and whor'd my Mother, 
Popt in between in election and my hopes, 

Thrown out his Angle for my proper lite 

And with ſuch cozenage; is't net perte& Conſcience, 
To quit him with his arm? And is't not to be damn'd, 
To let this Canker of our Nature come 
In further ev 1? 

Hor. It muſt be ſhortly known to bim from England, 
What is the iſſue ot the buſineſs there. 

Ham. It will be ſhort. 
The Interim's mine and a Man's Life's no more 
Than to iay one: but I am very ſorry, good Haratia, 
That to Laertes | orgat my ſelt; 
For by the Image of my cauſe I fee 
The Pourtrai ure of his; FI} court his favours: 
Bur fure the bravery ot his grict did put me 
Into a towring paſſion. 

Hor. Pcace, who comes here? 

Ex. er Oſrick. 

Oſr. Your Lordfhip is right welcome back to Dawnark: 

Ham. | humbly thank you, Sir. Doſt know this watery? 

Hoy, No, my good Lord, | 


* Ham: Thy ſtate is the more gracious; for tis a Vice to 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Beat 
be Lord of Beaſts, and bis Crib ſhall Rand at the King's 
Meſſe; 'tis a Chough; but as I fay, ſpacious in the 


on of dirt. 
friendſhip were at leiſure, I 


I thank your ip, 'tis very hot. 
Ham. No, believe me, RE the wind is Nor- 
ly 


Ofr. It is indiflerent cold, my Lord, indeed. 
Ham. Methinks it is very , and hot for my Com- 
05 


Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very ſultry, as twere, 
es al ew: den; op Lock, his Majeſty bid me fig- 

to that he has laid a great wager on your head: 
Sir, this is the matter 

Ham. | beſeech you remember. 

Of. Nay in good faith, for mine eaſe in good faith: 
Sir, you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at 
his weapon. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Of 


gger. 
3 two ot = Weapons; but well. 
Ofr. King, Sir, has 'd with him fix Barbary 
againſt the which 8 as I take it, fax 

ers and Poniards, with their Aſſigns, 2 Girdle, 
: Three of the carriages iu faith are very 
very reſponſive to the hilts, moſt delicate 
of very liberal conceir. 
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o. The King, Sir, hath laid that in a dozen paſſes 
berween him, be ſhall not exceed you three hits ; 
He hath on twelve for nine, and that would come to 
ee ih, if yeur tarts world nn 


Ham. How if I anſwer no? 
— my Lord, the Oppofition of your Perſon 


Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the Hall; if it pleaſe his 
Majeſty, 'tis the breathing time of day with me; let the 
Foils be brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
hold his purpoſe; I will win for him if I can: if not, 1 
ye but my ſhame, and the odd hits. | 

O. Shall I redehver you cen ſo? 

Ham. To this effect, Sir, after what flouriſh your nature 


6. commans mp Guy > yore Landy. [ Ex#. 
Ham. Yours, yours; he does well to commend it him- 
ſelf, there are no tongues elſe for's turn. 


c 


Ham He did fo with his Dug before he ſuck d it: thus 
has he and nine more of the fame Beavy that | know the 
droſlie Age dotes on, only got the tune of the time, ang 
outward habit of encounter, a kind of yeſt 1 
which carries them through and throug 2 
and winnowed Opinions; and do bur blow them to.hei 
Trials, the Bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My Lord, his Majeſty „ 
by young Ofiick, who brings back to him — 
tend him in the Hall, he ſends to know it 
hold to play with Laertes, or that you 
— purpoſes, they follow the 

Ham. I am conſtant to m w 

King's pleaſure; it his 8 mine is ready, now 
—— provided I be fo able as now. 
Lord. The King and Queen and all are coming down. 
Ham. la happy time, tos 


Lou will loſe this Wager, my Lord. 


Ham. I do not think fo; he went into France, I 
in continual Praftice; I ſhall win at the odds; 
not think how all's bere about my 
no ma | 


| 


not to come, it will be now: if it be 

not now, yet it will come; the readineſs is all: fince no 

Man has ought of what he leaves, what is't to leave be- 

times? 

Enter King, Queen, Laertes and Lords, with other Atten- 
dants with Foils, and Gantlets, a Table and Fiagons of 
Mine on it. 
King Come, Hamlet come, and take this Hand from 

me. 

Ham. Give me your pardon Sir, I've done you wrong, 

But pardon't, as you arc a Gentleman. 

This Preſence knows, and you muſt needs have heard 

How | am puniſhed with fore diſtraction. 

What I have done 

That might your Nature. Honour, and Exception 

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madneſs: 

Was't Hamlet wrong'd Lawtes? Never Hamlet. 

If Hamlet trom himiclt be ta'en away, 

And when he's not him{ If, do's wrong Laertes; 

Then Hamlet do's it not, Hamlet demies it 

Who does it then? His madneſs. If t be ſo, 

Hamlet is of the Facti. u that is wrong'd, 

madneſs is poor Hamlets Enemy. 
in this Audience, 


* — 
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Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evil, 

Free me ſo far in your moſt generous thoughts, 

That 1 have ſhot mine Arrow o'er the Houle, 

And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. I am ſatisſied in Nature, 

Whoſe Motive, in this caſe, ſhould ſtir me moſt 

To my Revenge. But in my terms of Honour 

I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Maſters of known honour, 

I have a Voice, and preſident of peace | 

To keep my Name ungorg'd. But till that time, 

I do receive your offer'd love like love, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham. | do embrace it freely, 
And will this Brother's Wager frankly play, 
Give us the Foils: Come on. 
Laer. Come one for me. 
Ham. Il be your Foil, Laertes, in mine i 
Your skill ſhall like a Star i'th' brighteſt Night, 
Stick ficry off indeed. 
Laer. You mock me, Sir. 
Ham. No, by this Hand. 
King. Cive the Foils, young Ofrick. 

Couſin Hamlet, you know the Wager. 
Ham. Very well. my Lord, | 

Your Grace hath laid the odds o'th* weaker fide. 

King. I do not fear it, I have ſeen you both: 

But fince he is better'd, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, 

Let me ſee another. 

Ham. This likes me well; 

Theſe Foils have all a length ? [Prepares to play, 
Ofr. Ay, my good Lord. j 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table: 

If Hamlet give the firſt, or ſecond hit, 

Or quit in anſwer of a third exchange, 

Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire. 

The King ſhall drink to Hamlet s better breath, 

And in the Cup an Union ſhall he throw 


Richer . 


: 
: 


Z 
[ 
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Trumpet ſound, Shot goes off 
Ham. EI play this bout firſt, ſet it by a while. 
Come----another hit----what ſay you? [They play again. 
Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confeſs. 
mg. Our Son ſhall win. 
He's fat. and ſcant of breath. 
Here's a Napkin, rub thy brows, 
The Queen carouſes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam 
de, do not drink. 3 
I will, my Lord; I pray you — 


; 
: 


ir 
7 


poiſon d Cup, it is too late. 
e not drink yet, Madam, by and by. 


Deen Come, let me wipe thy Face. 
Laer. M Lord, TU hit LM — 4 
King 1 do not think't. 
Laer. And yet tis almoſt gainſt 9 
Ham. 2 1 , you but dally, 
pra with your belt violence, 
I — you maſts © wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you ſo? Come on. [ Play. 
Ofr. Nothing neither wa) 


Laer. 


—— — OO 


FRIES 
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2 — a 
( peers, and Hamlet wounds Lots. = 
King. Part them, they are incens d. 
Ham. Nay, come agai 
O/r. Look to the 


there, ho! 
Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is't, my Lord? 
0%. How ist Laertes ? 


Laer. Why, as a Woodcock to my Sprindge, Ofrick, 
I am juſtly kill'd with mine own ny. 

Ham. How does the Queen? 

Kmg. She ſwoons to ſee them bleed. 

Queen. No, no. the drink, the drink 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, 
am poiſon d [ Dneen dies. 

Ham. Oh Villany! How? Let the door be lock'd: 


In thee there is not half an hour of lite ; 

The treacherous Inſtrument is in thy Hand, 

Uubated and envenum'd: The foul Practice 

Hath turn'd it {elf on me. Lo, here I lye, 

Never to rife again; thy Mother's poiſon'd; 

I can no more ----the King, the King's to blame. 
Ham. The point envenom'd too, 

Then venom to thy work. [Strabs the King. 
All. Treaſon, Treaſon. 

mg. O yet defend me, Friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham. Here thou inceſtuous, murd'rous, damned Dave, 

Drink off this Potion: Is thy Union here? 

Follow my Mother. [King dies. 


orgiveneſs with me, Noble Hamlet; 

Mine and my Father's Death come not upon thee, 

Nor thine on me. { Dies. 
Ham. Heav'n make thee free of it, I follovy thee, 

I am dead, Horago, wretched Queen, adieu. 

You 


Had 1 but time, (as this fell Serjeant 
Is ſtrict in his Arreſt) oh I could tell you, 
Bat let it be----- Horatio, I am dead, 


Ham. As th'art a Man, give 
Let go, by Heav'n VI} have t. 
Oh, good Horatio, what a wounded Name, 
Things ſtanding thus unknown, ſhall live behind me? 


. Young Fortinbras, with Conqueſt come from Poland, 
Tok ' Ambaſſadors of England gives this Warlike Volley. 
O. I die, Horatio: 

The potent Poiſon quite o'er-crows my Spirit. 
to hear the News from Englazd. 
But I do th' election lights 
On Fortinbras, he has my dying Voice, 
So tell him with the occurrents more or leſs, 
Which have folicited.----- The reſt is filence, O, O. O. 
| [Dies. 
Her. Now cracks a noble Heart; good Night, ſweet prince; 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reſt. 
Why do's the Drum come hither? 
Enter Fortinbras and Engliſh , with Drum, 
— 
Fort. Where is the fight? 
Hor. What is it you would fee? 


If ought of woe or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch. 


Fore, + 


That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhoot, 
So bloodily haſt ſtruck ? | 
Amb. ſight is diſmal, 
The Ears are + that ſhould give us hearing; 
To tell him his Command'ment is falRl'd, 
That Reſincroſſe and Guildemſtern are dead: 
Where ſhould we have our thanks? 
| Hor. Not from his Mouth, 
Had it th' ability of Life to thank you: 
He never gave — — their Death. 
But ſince ſo jump upon this y queſtion, 
You from the Polack Wars, and you from England 
Are here arriv'd: Give order that theſe Bodies 
High on a Stage be placed to the view, 
And let me ſpeak to th yet unknowing World, 
How theſe things came about. So ſhall you hear 
Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural Acts, 
Of accidental Judgments, caſual Slaughters, 
Of Deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cauſe, 
And in this upſhot, purpoſes miſtook, | 
Fall'n on the lnventors Heads. All this can I „ 
Truly deliver. 
Fort Let us haſte to hear it. 
And call the Nobleſt to the Audience. 
For me with forrow, l embrace my Fortune, 
I have ſome rights of Memory in this Kingdom, 
Which now to claim, my vantage doth 
Invite me. 
Hor. Of that 1 ſhall have alſo cauſe to ſpeak, 
And from his Mouth whoſe Voice will draw no more: 
Bur let this fame be preſently perform d, 
Even whiles Mens minds are wild, leſt more miſchance 
On plots and errors happen. | 
Fort. Let four Ca ains 
Bear Hamlet like a Solvier off the 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 


— r 


es Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 


To have d moſt y: And for his Paſſage, 
AE and rites of War 


Go, bid the Soldiers ſhoot. | 
[Exennt Marching: After which, a Peal of Orduanc | 


The End of the Sixth Volume. | 
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